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THE FACTS OF LIGHT! 


Cheap-Lite 
assembled 


| CAN'T WAIT. Please send me the following: 


A. The all New Dyna-Lite Il. 


We've always had the finest agricultural lights and now they're even 


better. We've mounted our Super Met. 


lights horizontally so if low ceilings 


Halides and High Pressure Sodium 
fe keeping you down here is the 


400 watt Dyna-Lite Il V 
400 watt Dyna-Lite I! 


skinniest light in America. i's only 10” high but that's 
computer generated model actually puts out 65% more light. This may 
sound like a wild claim but it’s not. In fact our 400 watt High Pressure 
Sodium light puts out as much light as mi 5 1000 w 
Halides. If you don’t understand why that can be true send for our new 
book The Facts of Light. It will explain the mysteries and laws of light to 
you in a graphic and readable style that anyone can understand, Don’t 
buy any light until you've read this book! 


Vita-Lite Power Twist. 


The finest fluorescer 


of our comp 


or Sodium but it's great for side lighting and starts 


Cheap-Lite. 

This is a do-it-yourself kit that is made up of top quality parts NO SECONDS 

OR MANUFACTURERS REJECT PARTS. It won't give you the amount of 

light that a Dyna-Lite 1! wil give you but f you'te on a tight budget this wil 
«yOu by 


the half of it. This 


1000 watt Dyna-Lite l Metal Halic 
1000 watt Dyna-Lite It High Pressure S 
400 watt Cheap-tite 
1000 watt Cheap-Lite 
6¢a Vitaite Fluore 
Full Color Catalog f 


The Facts of Light 


AEON PRODUCTS, INC., 7 COMMERCIAL BLVD., NOVATO, CA 94947 


Using the revolutionary new Genisis Rooting 
System you can maximize profits by: 


Freeing valuable growing space 
Shortening propagation time 

e Producing more plants 
© Eliminating loss from seed propagation 
Saving expensive labor 


The soil-less Genisis Rooting System propa- 
gates cuttings from your favorite plants, shrubs 
and trees within days. Utilizing a time-cycled 
spray mist, the Genisis Rooting Formula is 
injected into an enclosed air environment. This 
unique process helps prevent damp-off and 
root-rot, producing more healthy plants in a 
fraction of the time required by other propaga- 
tion methods. The basic 4-foot unit may be 
coupled in series and operated off of a stan- 
dard water hose and 110 VAC power outlet. All 
units are continuously re-useable and will pay 
for themselves within months. 


Increase your profits with the 


Genisis Technology, Inc. 


PO Box 4587, Boulder, Colorado 80306 
TOLL-FREE LINE: 800-851-6055 


TYPICAL PROPAGATION PERFORMANCE ia 
FOR FEMALE PLANTS 
Space Rec 


Pro} 


160 P ray 
10 days 45 


GENISIS 


5.3 sq ft 


IT’S YOUR MOVE: 
Special limited-time introductory offer. 


CGRS complete: 4’ unit, control, Genisis Rooting Formula $328 
O GRS extender: 4’ unit, coupler, Genisis Rooting Formula $149 
Shipping and handling anywhere in USA ( allow five weeks) $19 
Colorado residents add 6.5% Salos Tax 
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Interview: John Waters by Larry Sloman 

With the success of his last motion picture, Polyester, John Waters finally 
crossed the culture line and became a popular overground director. Have big- 
time box-office receipts spoiled the auteur of such cult classics as Mondo 
Trasho, Eat Your Makeup and Multiple Maniacs? What do you think? 


Investing in Drugs by Steve Kraus 

The general idea being that, why take your chances on the street when you 
can have your stockbroker score you so many shares of Amalgamated 
Quaalude over the phone? Then you just sit back and watch your fortunes rise 
in the pases of the Wall Street Journal. In other words, they can't bust our stock 
porttohios Usa Nebitaws nipeoemes k 


Why the Miss America Pageant Should Be Abolished 

by Josh Alan Friedman 

Josh Friedman went down to Atlantic City with nothing short of reverence for 
the Miss America tradition and a reservoir-tip prophylactic in his wallet. He 
etitried None samie se boars later are [demandes ihanwe print his story, be- 
cause, in his words, "The world’s gotta know.’ “Know what?" we asked. “Well, 
for one thing, they never have any sex.’ The fun begins on page. ¢ 


Centerfold: The Guru and the Grasstoker........... 


Tattoo You and you and you and you by Spider Webb 

“When one is in a room with 15 or 20 heavily tattooed men and/or women. 
who are also into leather and piercing, it is difficult to shake the feeling that 
some transcendental consciousness is informing the entire scene." It's also 
difficult to keep from losing your lunch, Spider old boy, but we love you 
anyway .. naive San een emia eR iene. 


Hero Spurns Painkillers: Another Kind of Singing 

by Dean Latimer 

Vietnam, circa 1967; Smack-dealing American servicemen are murdering each 
other over a piece of the Southeast Asian heroin traffic. The CIA, of course, has 
all the big contracts sewn up, but there's stil litle something left over for the 
boys in the trenches. A fictionalized account of the way it reall Rear 
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of the Lost Gold 
by" 
the Marijuana Mystery Lady, 
and together they forge a new’ 
era in cannabis cultivation. 


Cover photo 
by David Michael Kennedy 


Steal This Meal, 

by Abbie Hoffman 

Someone is ripping off 
the great chefs of Europe— 
glomming their salmon eggs| 
and guzzling their Dom Perig- 
non. With a set of forged papers| 
from Playboy magazine, he's 
passing himself off as a respect- 
ed critic of the nouvelle cuisine. 
Authorities estimate that he's al- 
ready snatched oyer $10,000 of| 
French food from various Pari- 
sian tables and should be con- 
sidered long-armed and ex- 
tremely ravenous. 


Notes of a 
58> Old Man 
by Charles Bukowski 


This month marks the begin- 
ning of Charles Bukowski'’s col- 
umn, “Notes of a Dirty Old 
Man.” Sometimes it'll appear as| 
an essay, other times as a short 
story, and every once in a while 
as a poignant reminiscence| 
soaked in irony and alcohol like| 
the one you're about to read. 
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WHEN THE 


WORLD’S BEST GROWERS 


NEED A COMPLETE 


SYSTEM FOR: 
MULTIPLE FLOWERING of Orchids, 
COMPACT BRANCHING 


ENHANCED BUDDING f°! Roses, 


thru concentrating CO; for accelerated growth 


PYRAPONIC INDUSTRIES |) 


HAS IT ALL! 


ENRICHED LEAF SPREAD for Violets 


Opaque 
reflection 
when off, 


Crystal 
clear 
when on. 


PYRAPONIC “PERFECT BALANCE” GERMINATION KIT 
PYRAPONIC “PERFECT BALANCE” COMBINED SOIL AND NUTRIENTS 


PYRAPONIC “PERFECT BALANCE” LI 


hot air escapes 


€0,—To increase CO, 
plant growin, either 1. 


Temp.—233 watts of 
1 incandescent bulb 


MAXIMIZE CO, NATURALLY 
Vironment & pump it in, or 2. Speed 
Up the air flow surrounding the leat 
from the 6 flourescent lamps plus 


drys the air. As the HOT AIR RISES 


JVING LAMP SERIES 


LIGHT — HOW CAN 233 watts 


for ennanced 08 aS efficient as 1000 watts? 


. Seal the en- 


heat energy 


heats up and 


out, COOL AIR is drawn in, 1. Plants always closer than 
inches trom any 2 light 
INSIDE | OUTSIDE] Sources 
‘Air Speed | 15mph_| “Oph 2. Tota ight releton trom 
g % top, bottom and sides of unit 
Humidity | 20% 1 100% saturates top and bottom of 
esp 80 eu all leaves. 


_ INTENSITY FACTORS 
FERTILIZED SOIL = bi ys CAPACITY FACTORS 
1. Intensity factors (IF) are nutrients readily 
available to plants 
2. Capacily factors (CF) are nutrients locked 
up in soil/fert. particles 
Soll test results show the intensity factor and 
the capacity factor as a total number. A test 
result could show very high total nutrients while 
the plants are actually starving 


Pyraponic “Perfect Balance’ 
Germination kit 


45 days trom seed 
{germination to photo 


It you don’t learn 


knew before, we 
the call! 


plant production than you ever 


PYRAPONICIND,, PO. BOX 1071 
MELROSE PARK, IL 60108 


PYRAPONIC INDUSTRIES combines lightweight 
(1% tbs. per bushel) porous (100X more 
Porous for root-oxygen exchange) SOIL that 
holds 20X its weight in H,0 with the nutrient 
formulae, Then tests for intensity factor (IF) and 
capacity factor (CF) for PERFECT BALANCE 
AGTUAL TEST RESULTS 


(Fy (cr) 
Naa 73" 137i 
NOS 08" 18s 
TOTAL N 78" 13897 
P 119" 12926, 
K eu 20207 
= Calcium fia 5380" 
Mg 10" 534 
Ph as Tie 
“Available Unavailable 


CANNABINOID PROFILE OF MARIJUANA 

THC Is the psychoactive ingredient of marijuana 
CBD and CBN determine how THC is metabolized 
HIGH THC __psychoactivity is active, intense 
LOW CBD — shorter 

LOW THC __psychoactivity is less intense. 


HIGH CBD — longer lasting 
__ The older the plant, the more 
HIGH CBN — --doney'’ the effect. 


THC increases with high Phosphorus medium Nitrogen 
CBO increases with high Phosphorus high Nitrogen 


Orchids | Roses | Violets 
Nitrogen Low High Med 
Phosphorus High High High 
K-Potassium Med Low Low 


CAN YOU AFFORD NOT TO CALL US? 312 544-8008 


Please Send Me: 
‘© GERMINATION KIT ONLY 
‘+ COMBINED SOIL 
AND NUTRIENTS ONLY 
© BOOKLET — “GROWING PLANTS 
PYRAPONIMETRICLY"’ $1.00, 


‘more about 


will pay you for 


“Cannabinais Profile and actual test results presented from university conducted research for Masiers 


Thesis entitled “Factors Controling Resin Production and Plant Growth 


‘pertains to any plant. 


Ash Can #40913 
$6.00 Viper #APO26 ‘Smoke Scope #AQ914 Winged Skull #AP025 
Head Bong #AQ912 $22.00 $18.00 $22.00 


sia Ceramic Water Pipes for Cool Smoking Ple 


fe, 
Cannabis Creek #40915 


Davy Jones #AP027 
$22.00 


Killer #AQ916 
$16.00 


Time Bong #AQ917 
$6.60 


Triple Beam 7508 § 79.50, 
Dial-O-Gram 1650 $140.50 
Cent-0-Gram 311 $115.50 
Dial-O-Gram 310 $145.00 
Reloading 505 $ 55.00 


A-THE 
#RH148 $12.50 
B—SLIMATIC 
#AH791 $13.00 
©—POCKET PAL LTD 
‘#AH792 $8.00 
D—SNEAKY TEAK LTO 
#AH793 $12.50 
E—CIGARETTE CASE 
‘#RH149 $10.00 
F—TEAKMATIC 
$AH794 $12.50 
G—MINI BOX 
‘#RH150$10.00 
H— SNEAKY TEAK 1—POCKET PAL Vial & Spoon $2.50 
ZAH795 $10.00 ‘#AH796 $6.00 Quick Hit Vial $2.00 
Bullet ea. $4.25 
‘Amber Vial dz. $5.25 


$ 10.50 
$ 27.50 
Toz. $100.00 
incense 


SUPERIOR SPARKLE MANNITOL 
ZB109 1/2gr. $ 9.00 
incensee ZB110 20x. $28.50 
Bolivian Peruvian Ultra 
1gr.card $9.00 ZA121,  ZA116_ZA114 
1/Bor. $18.50 ZA122. © ZAN17_-—_ZA112. 
ULTRA CAINE 1/4oz. $33.50 ZA123. © _ZAN18—_ZA113 
PERUVIAN FLAKE 1/20z. $65.00 ZA124¢ A119 _ZA114. 
BOLIVIAN ROCK 1 oz. $100.00 ZA125 © ZA120 «A115 


DEERING 


26102 Prep with Funnel ——_—$35,00 


2C103-—Scale~2 gr. $21.00 
SUPERIOR MANNee «ETON Pocket Conianer $4.00 
25108 202. $2850 | ZC101_—_ Executive Kit $75.00 
(All above in a slick locking box) 
ar SUPERIOR INOSITOL ZC105 Pocket Grinder $27.50 


een oe, 
TE i Bin iar” dete 


B Kilo (40 bars) $375.00 
ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee 


No Item Is Intended For Any lilegal Use. Void Where Prohibited By Law. 
Visa, M/C, Certified checks, allow 14 to 20 days delivery. Personal checks allow 4 additional weeks. 


All orders add $3.00 postage and handling -453- ] 
pan i one CALL TOLL FREE 800-453-4100 
Broguct Name) Code Ro pice M/C, Visa calls only. 24 hrs/day, 7 days/week ] 
Please order by code numbers 
MAIL TO PARAMAIL Prices subject to change 
P.O. Box 15457 without notice. ] 
Salt Lake City, UT 84115 


Card No. 
Expiration Date 
Signature. 
cop's Extra Shipping: —_______ Name _ 
TOTAL: Address 


Sub Total: 
No Shipping: __$3.00_ 


G Please send free catalogue. Citys State? 7p ae j 


A gentleman 

deserves to 

enhance his life - 

with beauty, cham 

and grace. ig 
A gentleman deserves. . 

the personalized services 

of Bel-Aire International. 


‘outcall service. Hourly from $125, 


212-683-5717 
always 


THE MAGIC OF I MYLAR PHOTOGRAPHY 


At right, The Last Photo of Jimi Hendrix, 
sample of ra Cohen’ recent Mylar pho. 
tography exhibition at the Art Gallery in 
New York City. A complex photographic 
technique, utilizing a variety of graphic 
skills, Mylar photography, for those of 
you who don’t know, is when the pho- 
tographer does some stuff to the picture 
so that when you look at it, it makes you 
feel like you're on acid or something. 

Cohen's Mylar Chamber consisted of 
44 prints of luminaries such as Wiliam 
Burroughs, John McLaughlin, Alejandro 
Jodorowski. As Life magazine said back 
in 1969, “From Beatles lyrics to Mas- 
ters’ theses few come as close ta ex- 
plaining the euphoric distortions of hallu- 
cinogenics as do the photographs of Ira 
Cohen.” For how you can obtain one of 
these prints see page 78. 


In our November cover story on mari 
juana urinalysis testing, it was explained 
why no such test can possibly prove ei- 
ther marijuana intoxication or voluntary 
use. Even as the story went to press, re- 
searchers at the University of North 
Carolina and the manufacturers of the 
EMIT Cannabinoid Assay released | 
studies —belatedly —showing that these 
tests will, under various circumstances, 
show “positive” on urine samples fur- 


nished by people who are guilty of noth- 
ing but inhaling other people's side- 
stream grass smoke. 

Asa result of these findings, efforts to 
lobby these tests into use by private and 
public employers are withering on the 
vine, and they probably never will show 
up in schools, after all. Individuals who 
have been branded ‘‘drug abusers” by 
these tests are now in a capital position 
to sue the tests’ administrators for libel 
and slander if their individual test results 
were ever publicly revealed. Several such 
legal actions are currently under way, 
and will be closely covered in these 
pages in the future. 

The Food and Drug Administration is 
currently investigating these tests, with 
a particular eye toward determining 
whether their wholesale abuse as 
“guilt” -determining devices is a result of 
misleading claims by their promoters, or 
simple ignorance on the part of those 
who have abused them in this way. 

At this time, no government regulatory 
agency exists to monitor marijuana urine 
testing. No one in government has any 
idea of how many of these things have 
been sold, where they've been used or 
how many people have been harmed by 
them. It’s a “private sector initiative” in 
the highest Reaganaut tradition. The 
U.S. Pharmacopoeial Convention, how- 
ever, is interested in collecting data on 
these devices. The USPC’s Medical De- 
vice and Laboratory Product Problem Re- 
porting System concerns itself specifi- 


cally with diagnostic devices which give 
deceptive results. 

If you or anyone you know has been 
misdiagnosed as a drug abuser by amari- 
juana urine test, the USPC would like to 
hear about it. Send the details to: The 
United States Pharmacopoeial Conven- 
tion, Inc., 12601 Twinbrook Parkway, 
Rockville, MD 20852. 

The USPC will keep all communica- 
tions confidential, if requested to do so. 

—Oean Latimer 
Sordid Affairs Editor 


DEATH GIFT 


When | was twenty one my parents 
gave me a plain white envelope 
for a birthday present. | thought 
money was inside. 
But when | opened it | found a deed 
for a cemetery plot 
& the first annual ten dollar bill for 
maintenance. 
Father said the best places charge for 
cutting the grass, 
& that he'd pay for it until I’m able to. 
Mother said she hopes | won't ever 
have to use it. 
She said the woman | marry may want 
me to be buried beside her, 
so | may end up with two plots. 
rom Girl Preturos 
by Hal Sirowite 
1982 Low-Tech Press 
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His spirit may soar like a hawk but he’s 
still got the corneas of a 90 year-oldman 
So HiGn Times decided to throw a benefit 
for the one and only Ganesh Baba, mari- 
juana mystic and subject of our Decem- 
ber interview, in the hopes of defraying 
the cost of much needed opthaimic sur- 
gery. The party was held at the Mudd 
Club in New York City and featured per- 
formances by a host of singers, dancers, 
poets and musicians. 


Near right, the Ganja Guru addresses the 
multitude; upper right, poet Kathy Acker 
shares a special moment with the Mari- 
juana Mahatma; Lower right, Vafery Ois- 
teanu yodels in Ukraine. 


THE COMPLEAT 


That's right, America, from tasting to 
tooting, the best-selling reference source 
that packs more valuable cocaine infor- 
mation per page than you thought pos- 
sible—The Cocaine Handbook—is now 
available in a special limited edition. 
Bound in genuinely handsome and pun- 
gently aromatic leather, the volume is 
signed by author Mr. David Lee and sells, 
for $100—the ideal Christmas gift for 
that special someone whose nose knows 
what's what. 

Also available is a new, utilitarian hard- 
cover edition in washable and spill-proof 
red Kivar ($35), and the original quality 
paperback edition ($19.95). If your local 
bookstore has run out of these fine publi 
cations, they can be ordered directly 
from the publisher by sending a check or 
money order to And/Or Press, P.O 
Box 2246, Berkeley, CA 94702, or call 
(415) 849-2246 


ed 4 ; 
UNDER THE RAINBOW 


A sit-down feast as foreplay? It’s only 
natural when the main event features Lit- 
tle Annie Sprinkle upchucking her escar 

gots in a graphic display of the latest 
craze in avant-garde sex, rainbow show: 

ers. And that’s one of the milder spreads 
in the premier issue of Sluts and Slobs, a 
rollicking send-up of the diseased men’s 
mag market, conceived by our own man- 
aging editor Josh Alan Friedman (along 
with veteran sex media monster Richard 
Jaccoma). At least one of the articles in 
S&S will form a chapter of Friedman's 
Tales of Times Square, a graphically real, 
Rabelaisian romp through the sexual 
netherworld appearing soon at your local 


bookstore. 


Mike Wilmington, who debuts this 
month as our film editor, will be familiar 
to habitual HiGH Times readers for his 
pieces here on James Dean, George Ro: 
mero and the movie Conan. Mike grew 
up in the hinterlands of Williams Bay, 
Wisconsin (pop.: 1,414 at the time), and 
like many culturally deprived youths in 
the heartland, lost himself at an early age 
to the local bijous, the early-morning 
movies and the late-late shows, Mike has 
published film criticism in Sight and 
Sound, Film Comment, Film Quarterly 
and other high-taned journals; his film 
cofurnns for Isthmus of Madison have 
won him the Milwaukee Press Club 
Award for “best art criticism" the past 
two years running: and his book, John 
Ford (coauthored with Joseph McBride), 
earned plaudits from Elia Kazan, Peter 
Bogdanovich and Andrew Saris. 


P 
s 
q 
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GALBY’S APOLOGIES 


Editor: 
Well we shure are sorry but Libbian 
strongman Mooammer Gaddaffy sent 
over a hit skwad of unemployed CIA and 
NSA mersenarys on our Long Island gre- 
nade plant and bloo it sky-hi. And there 
went the hole season’s crop of grenades 
plus all our cattalogs. So we can’t send 
No catalogs to all the swell people who 
wrote in to assk for them after reading 
the parody of Soldier of Fortune mag- 
gazine in the August 1982 High Times 
"Seeds “N’ Stems” sextion. In fact we 
took and burndt all the ledders we got 
assking for wholesale mail-order grenade 
cattalogs. Because anybody answers 
ads like that in So/dier of Fortune or even 
High Times is shure to wind up on a 
Bureau of Alcohol, Firearms and Tobac- 
co hit list if theyre names leak out. If 
youre innarested, they was all male, and 
all any of them ever said in their ledders 
was “Please send cattalog”, no more. 
And they was not from the South very 
often, as you'd think. Spesiffikally, they 
was from Brooklyn, NY; Syracuse, NY; 
Bloomington, Ind.; Harford, Conn.; 
Street, Md.; Effingham, Ill.; Frankfort, 
NY; North Suburban, Ill.; San Diego, 
Calif,; Elmira, NY; Glens Falls, NY; 
Lafayette, La,; Savannah, Ga.; Bal- 
timore, Md.; and Denver, Colo. There is 
obviously a boom market in grenades in 
the US, if you get the joke. Haha 
Regretfully, 
Chard V. Galby, Jr. 


continued on page 13 
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GROW LIGHTS: “HYDROPONICS 


INDOOR SUN ™ 20 INCH 
ADJUSTABLE REFLECTOR 


Available as an option with our 
deluxe grow lights. Adjusts to varying 
plant heights. Removable reflector. 
‘Add $15.00 


INDOOR SUN™ DELUXE 
4000 WATT METAL HALIDE 
GROW LIGHTS 


Includes M 1000 bulb, 18” 
Hi-Temp™ white enamel 
teflector, deluxe ventilated 
ballast box. Completely 
assembled. $184.50 


INDOOR SUN™ DELUXE 
4000 WATT HIGH PRESSURE ‘ DELUXE VENTILATED 
SODIUM GROW LIGHT “a BALLAST BOX 


‘Great for flowering! Enclosed Deluxe units include this 

remote ballast and 18” heavy duty durable steel 

Hi-Temp™ white enamel cabinet. 

Teflector — No assembly required. Ventilated or solid cover for 
$284.50 damp locations. On/off 

INDOOR SUN™ ECONOMY rocker switch with red 

4000 WATT METAL HALIDE indicator light and circuit 

GROW LIGHT breaker. 

Includes prewired open 

ballast, 2 x 3 foot polished SUPERPOT™ NUTRIENT 

‘aluminum reflector, M 1000 ‘SUPPLY KIT 

bulb and socket set. $100.00 plus shipping 


$124.50 Includes complete Superpot* 
regulator, reservoir, hoses 
‘nd fittings. Add-on 
Superpots™ 4 for 100 
‘or 9 for $200 


INDIVIDUAL 
SUPERPOTS ™ 
Single units. 
self-contained 
nutrient reservoir. 
Includes: 
Two 7 gal. pots 
Pump-Flo™ system 
Growing medium 
Nutrient level 
indicator. 
46 07. of nutrient 
only $29.95 
2 for $54.95 


4 for $100.00 
9 for $200.00 NUTRIENT LEVEL ONE YEAR PARTS & LABOR GUARANTEE 


CUA 30 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
MOST ORDERS SHIPPED IN 24 HOURS 


We are your complete growing system company. We have it all lights, hydroponics, nutrients, books, timers, 
pumps. tanks. etc. As manufacturers of our own growing systems, we can save you money by selling directly to you. 
Ourmottois A Fair Price For A Proven Product.” 


ENERGY SAVERS UNLIMITED, INC. 


22138 SOUTH VERMONT AVE. #C, TORRANCE, CA 90502 


IN CALIFORNIA CALL COLLECT TOLL FREE OUTSIDE CALIFORNIA 
(213) 775-1094 (800) 421-2994 
C.O.D. ORDERS WELCOME 


EXCEPTIONAL 
VALUES 


COMPARE 
AND SAVE 


GROWLIGHT MID-WINTER 
SPECIALS 


Indoor Sun™ 
1000 watt 
Metal 
Halide 
Growlight 


Completely 
assembled 


$152.50 


plus shipping 


(110,000 
lumens- 
12,000 hrs.) 


© 18" white enamel high efficiency 
reflector with 15 ft. lamp cord 
(up to 90% reflectance) 

© Jefferson ballast in ventilated 
cadmium plated steel enclosure 
with 8 foot power cord 

© Enough light for an 8’ x8' area 


400 watt 
Metal Halide 
Growlight 


plus 
shipping 


(34,000 
lumens- 
20,000 hrs.) 


@ 14" white enamel reflector 
with 15 ft. lamp cord 

© Economy open ballast with 

8 ft. power cord mounted 

‘on aluminum channel 

Enough light for a 4 x 4 area 

@ Less heat buildup than 1000 watt 


ENERGY SAVERS UNLIMITED 
Telephone Order Today 


Y' ’ 
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DOWN ON DEAN 


Editor: 
HIGH Times has truly done its readers a 
disservice by printing Dean Latimer’s fic 
tionalized account of my trip to India. The 
story, run with my photos, has little in com 
mon with my journey to the legal ganja 
fields 

Aside from giving readers false impres- 
sions of Indian customs, mannerisms 
and dialect, inventing conversations and 
narrative, Latimer misinterpreted infor 
mation regarding cultivation and harvest. 

Latimer has always been a crafty word 
slinger, but he is unfit and unable to relate 
facts 

Stay high, Ed Rosenthal 
Oakland, Calif. 


Ed Rosenthal is coauthor, with Mel 
Frank, of The Marijuana Growers Guide 
(And/Or, Berkeley). Ed Rosenthal’s origi 
nal draft of his India story ts available, as 
he made sure to insert at the last possible 
minute onto that story, from Quick Trad- 
ing Company, Box 477, San Francisco, 
CA 94104, for the sum of two dollars. 
Readers of HIGH TIMES are encouraged to 
send off for Rosenthal’s draft, to decide if 
they would ever have bothered to read 
the first three paragraphs of it as written, 
or if they would ever have been able to 
make head nor tail of his information re 
garding cultivation and harvest. Whether 
ornot he is fit and able to relate facts, Ed 
Rosenthal is not a crafty word-slinger. 
Dean Latimer 


WILD ABOUT HARRY 


Editor 
On vacation this past summer me and a 
couple of friends came across a stand of 
weedy hemp. Later that night we cleaned 
the couple of handfuls we had taken and 
loaded it all into bongs filled with crushed 
ice and water. The weed was fresh and 
fragrant, the smoke was tasty but the 
high was, well. . . nonexistent. Most of 
us had headaches — what a letdown. Af 
ter breaking out some Colombian (to take 
the bad taste out of our heads), we cast 
our minds over the history of this relic 
from America’s past. “Harry Anslinger, 
the villain," | thought. | thought again, 
"No, Harry Anslinger was no villain, he 
was a very helpful man. After all, wasn’t 
he the guy who eradicated this non-high 
producing variety of hemp from the Unit 
ed States and pulled our coats to the 
high-producing variety? Hey, that guy 
Harry was a real ganja-monster party 
Three cheers for Harry Shit- 
er, Anslinger. 
Name and address withheld 


man. 
slinger 


BUM RAP 


Editor 
Bob LaBrasca’s article regarding drug 
lawyers, which appeared in the October 
1982 edition of HiGH TIMES, was, overall, 
quite accurate. However, his reference 
to the fact that | have one associate, 
namely my Westlaw computer (affec 
tionately referred to in my office as 
“Hazel’’), is inaccurate. In fact, Mr. 
LaBrasca‘s omission of my highly skilled 
and competent staff has caused a form 
of “palace revolt” in my offices. 
| wish to assure your readers that my 
staff consists of a highly qualified, ex 
tremely competent and skilled trial attor 
ney, Harry M. Solomon, as well as two 
law clerks and a hardworking, skilled and 
conscientious staff of secretaries. Not 
even the best trial lawyer can prepare a 
case without the support and assistance 
of competent and skilled personnel. Even 
San Antonio's own Gerry Goldstein relies 
heavily on my younger brother, Robert 
Hirschhorn’s, skills. In fact, |am told that 
many of Gerry’s innovative courtroom 
strategies have been the results of hours 
of pretrial preparation by my kid brother. 
Joel Hirschhorn 
Miami, Fla. 


BUKOWSKI FEVER 


Just finished reading Charles Bukowski’s 
short story “The Player’ in your No 
vember issue. Nicely done, boys. Keep 
running high-test fiction like this and one 
of these days | just might have to go out 
and purchase my own copy of your mag. 
azine instead of ripping of f my brother-in: 
law Frank's. 

—Doug Allen 

Austin, Tex 


Time to start buying your own, Dougie 
boy. This month Bukowski begins a regu- 
lar column for HiGH TIMES: Notes of a 
Dirty Old Man (see page 58). 


MAMA MOTA 


Editor 
I've been a loyal subscriber to HiGH TIMES 
since 1977, and your October feature on 
dope lawyers couldn't have come at a 
better time. | just got popped for “manu 
facturing” six plants of assorted strains 
and sizes. Can you believe it! Turned in 
by a neighbor —me, a 37-year-old moth 
er of two college freshmen; member of 
the Booster Club and horticulturist ex 
traordinaire. What is the world coming 
to? | try to do my part, I'm using my 
talents to keep, American money in 
America; what the fuck do they want? 
I'm a union member, | drive a Ford, | pay 
my taxes, my son's in the military and | 
will smoke a bowl or two after work 
What is their problem? 

Name and acldress withheld 
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High Times Back Issues, PO. Box 1414, Ansonia Station, New York, N.Y. 10023 


Now that your His Tames collection is complete, why not keep it that way. Get a set of our 
binders to keep your issues intact, in order and in your possession. Each binder holds ap- 
proximately 12 issues. 


© Total number of issues circled X $4.00 perback issue = 


1 Also send me. 


HIGH TIMES 
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Aqua Culture, Sine. 


introduces the 


SOLAR SHUTTLE 


The only metal halide grow light system that tracks 
like the sun to maximize foliage development! 


It took 9 long years of research and testing to 
develop the Solar Shuttle—a professional quality unit 
scaled for use by individuals who want to grow 
healthier, more luxuriant plants indoors. 
—————— Together, the Solar Shuttle 
and DayStar lamp simulate 
the path the sun takes and 
Promote the growth of 
lower leaves. The Solar 
Shuttle moves the lamp 
quiety 2 and efficiently back and forth above your plants 
on the 6-foot track in 40-minute cycles. The lamp can 
be hung low over young plants and raised as they 
grow through a total —— 
vertical adjustment of 5 
feet. 

The lamp moves steadily 
through its cycle on a non- 
corrosive glide, providing 
light equal to that of three 
stationary lamps and reducing the heat so that plants 
can be grown closer to the lamp. Yet the 1/250 hp 
motor plugs into a standard 10 volt outlet and uses 
only a nominal amount of electricity. 

Optimum area coverage is 72 square feet, and all 


— A $99 Solar Shuttle (6° 
wack and 5' hanging chain) 
— 8. 5299 DaySier lamp 
[metal halide bult 
paraboli 
and 16 ¢ 
— $398 Solar Shutie. DayStar 
lamp and 24-hour timer 


Enclosed 1s a check or money order for $ 
Mastercard Visa Expiration Date 
Card Number. 


Parts are guaranteed for a full year. The 6-foot Solar 
Shuttle with 5-foot hanging chain can be adapted for 
use with an existing remote ballast fixture. 

Our DayStar lamp is a 1,000 watt metal halide bulb 
with a higher yellow, orange and red color spectrum 
and 15,000 more lumens than standard metal halide 
lamps. 

The lightweight, highly 
reflective spun aluminum 
Parabolic reflectors 2-foot 
diameter and unusual 
shape provide nearly 25% 
more usable light than 
traditional reflectors. The 
reflector is ventilated to 
prevent heat buildup and the lamp itself is guaranteed 
for 12,000 hours or six months. 

The Solar Shuttle system is the only product of its 
kind on the market and can be purchased only from 
AquaCulture. The track Is $99, the lamp, reflector and 
ballast are $299, and if you order both at the same 
time, we'll include a 24-hour multi-stage timer at no 
extra charge 

To order, write AquaCulture, PO. Box 26467, Tempe. 
Arizona, 85282, oF Call 602/966-6429. 


TRADITIONAL 
REFLECTOR 


PO. Box 26467 
oS, Culture, one. Tempe, Arizona 85282 
602/965-0429 


Phone — 


Cay. State 2p. 


Freight charges wall be COD. 


BOOKS ON HIGHER 
EDUCATION 


CO COMPLETE CANNABIS 
CULTIVATOR - Details how to plant. 
grow, harvest, cure; plant diseases. soil 
problems, ete BI S150 
SUPER GRASS GROWER'S GUIDE 
Growing super grass with hydroponics, 
Iighting, special nutrients, more females 
ete B2S1.50 
MARIJUANA CONSUMER'S AND. 
DEALER'S GUIDE ~ Extract hash 
LSD, mescaline, others. Clearly 
explained B3 $1.50 
D.M.T. GUIDE - Make powerful 
smokable, psychedelic D.M.T.. Khi 
Khij. an aphrodisiac, ups on hash 

8451.50 
THE POT BOOK - The story of pot 
history, cultivation and preperation 
Many useful facts. $1.50 
HERBAL HIGHS - Over 60 naturaland 
legal narcotics. psychedelics, stimulants 
Mlustrated. B6S1.50 
‘SUPERMOTHER'S COOKING WITH 
GRASS - Fifteen recipes for the sensual 
cullinary connoisseur. Produces inspired 
dinner conversation. B75.150 
HERBAL APHRODISIACS - Natural 
and mostly legal substances which excite 
erotic desire; nutrition for sexual potency 
and more BB S150 
HOME GROWN HIGHS - Organic 
highs at home; psychedelic mushrooms, 
peyote and other cacti, morning glory 
wood roseand more 8951.50 
GUIDE TO GROWING CANNABIS 
UNDER FLOURESCENTS ~ Closet 
bumper cropsat home. B10 $2.00 


SEND FOR 
YOUR F 
BOOK 
NOW 


FLASH MAIL ORDER 

DEPT. HT-183 

P.O. Box 14416 

Philadelphia, Pa. 19115 

Amt. enclosed $__ Plus 75¢ handling 


Name — 
Address — 
Please allow 3104 weeks tor handling PA rey 


includet sales tax Sorts olter god vais USA. 
[Wholesale inquiries welcome) 
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FLASHES— ADVISER 
MARIJUANA AND NURSING 


Dear High Times Adviser, 
We're expecting a baby in two months, 
and want to breast-feed. Can you tell us 
of any effects marijuana may have on the 
baby, if the mother smokes while nurs- 


ing? —Watching the Clock 
Evanston, Ill. 
Sure. It's bound to make the little critter 


sleepy, especially if the mother smokes it 
where the baby can breathe the side- 
stream smoke. Babies, being very small, 
react much more intensely to the phys- 
ical effects of all drugs, and pot is cer- 
tainly no exception 

Whether this would be harmful to the 
baby or not—since babies tend to nod 
out after nursing anyway —is impossible 
to say for sure. However, you have to 
consider that small, newborn babies are 
going through a period of very rapid 
growth and development, compared to 
adults, or even older children. Tranking 
out babies regularly during this critical 
phase of active development may not be 
good for them at all. 

And now there are fairly solid indica- 
tions that even if a nursing mother avoids 
exposing her infant to the smoke, the 
baby may still absorb a good, regular 
dose of THC —the main sedative element 
in marijuana —in mother's milk, no matter 
what. Doctors at the University of North 
a at Chapel Hill, after examining 
two potsmoking mothers and their nurs- 
ing babies, found substantial traces of 
THC in their milk, and clear evidence that 
their babies had ingested it. 

As reported in the September 28, 
1978, issue of the New England Journal 
of Medicine, two nursing mothers who 
smoked marijuana daily came to Chapel 
Hill and asked Drs. Mario Perez-Reyes 
and Monroe Wall there to check samples 
of their milk, and their babies’ urine, for 
marijuana traces. 

Both babies “were reported by their 
pediatricians to be developing normally,” 
Perez reports in the Journal, after seven 
months of nursing while their mothers 
smoked marijuana daily. Since both 
smoked it in pipes, no estimate was 
given of the average quantity of herb 
they consumed (or its potency), but 
“Mother Two" toked up seven times per 
day, while “Mother One” smoked only 
once per day. Perhaps because of this, 
there was about three times as much 
THC in Mother Two's milk sample than in 


Mother One's, as shown by gas-liquid 


chromatography/mass spectrometry 
analysis. In neither baby’s urine sample, 
though, was there any trace of delta-9 
THC, or even of its commonest end- 
product compound, the metabolite “9- 
carboxy THC” (11-nor-delta-9-THC-9 
carboxylic acid). 

Both women were advised by the phy- 
sicians, of course, that they would do 
well to either cease marijuana smoking or 
switch to formula feeding, in view of the 
fact that the THC in their milk was likely 
to exert unnecessary drug influences in 
their babies. Mother One ceased smok- 
ing at that point, but Mother Two con- 
tinued, at some undetermined rate of dai- 
ly use. She agreed subsequently to fur 
nish samples of her own milk and blood, 
and also samples of feces from her baby. 

The THC level in her blood plasma, ex- 
tracted one hour after smoking, showed 
levels of 7.2 nanograms (billionths of a 
gram) of THC per milliliter (thousandths 
of a liter —about a teaspoonful) of blood. 
Her milk, on the other hand, showed up 
60 nanograms per milliliter of THC: “an 
eightfold accumulation of THC in milk, in 
comparison with the level in plasma,” the 
authors point out. While this is still an in- 
finitesimal concentration of THC, it 
might easily be sufficient to promote sig- 
nificant drug effects in a nursing baby, 
due to the baby’s very small size. 

And Mother Two's baby had definitely 
ingested some THC, as the GLC/MS 
analysis of its feces showed. Feces are 
far superior to urine as a venue for 
locating THC and its end products, since 
most of them are excreted through the 
intestines, not the bladder. In the total 
sample of feces assayed (its weight was 
not mentioned), Perez and Wall found 
347 nanograms of THC. Moreover, they 
found substantial traces of THC’s end- 
product metabolites, showing that the 
drug had had all the same physical ef- 
fects in the baby as it would have in an 
adult who smoked it 

This is the first time, Perez notes, that 
THC has been conclusively shown in 
humans to accumulate in mother's milk, 
and to be imbibed by a nursing baby. 
Though only one baby and two mothers 
were involved, it’s reasonable to assume 
that this happens with all healthy 
mothers and sucklings when the moth- 
ers smoke marijuana. “Because the ef- 
fects on the infant of chronic exposure to 
THC and its metabolites are unknown,” 
Dr. Perez concludes, “nursing mothers 
should abstain from the use of marijuana.” 

Marijuana and THC, of course, are just 
two of the uncountable number of un- 
necessary environmental influences to 
which newborn babies are exposed in 
our industrial society. While you may 
consider it in your forthcoming baby’s 
best interests to minimize his or her ex- 
posure to such unnecessary influences, 
it's not our place to tell you what to do. 


MARIJUANA MONEY 


elas: 


The Missing Piece of the Economic Puzzle 


Frankly, we are puzzled by our country’s 
prohibition of marijuana. After all, marijuana has 
been a part of American life since colonial days, 
when George Washington planted his hemp 
seeds at Mount Vernon and marijuana was the 
country’s second largest crop. 

Today, American marijuana farmers continue 
that tradition, producing a crop worth $8.2 
billion in 1981 and making domestic marijuana 
the nation’s fourth largest agricultural crop. Big- 
ger than cotton, rice or potatoes. 

Overall, up to 40 million Americans spend 
an estimated $25 billion a year in untaxed, 
unregulated dollars, thanks to our puzzling pro- 
hibition laws. 


Isn't it time to solve that puzzle? If marijuana 
were regulated and criminal sanctions against its 
use were removed, from $10 to $15 billion could 
be raised every year through federal excise taxes 
alone. 

And how many billions of dollars could be 
saved by ending the arrest and prosecution of 
400,000 marijuana consumers each year? No one 
claims that marijuana is a totally harmless drug, 
but the greatest danger a marijuana consumer 
faces is the threat of arrest and jail. 

In a country dedicated to life, liberty and the 
pursuit of happiness, marijuana prohibition is a 
puzzle we shouldn't have to live with. Isn't it time 
you helped solve this puzzle? 


For more information on the prohibition puzzle, write: 


NORML, 2035 P Street, NW, Suite 401, Washington, D.C. 20036 ° (202) 331-7363 


oan 


The National Organization for the Reform of Marijuana Laws (NORML) is 
working in Washington for you, lobbying to remove the marijuana consumer 


from the criminal justice system and providing the most accurate and up-to- 
date information on all aspects of the marijuana issue. 

You can support this vital work by joining NORML today. Send $25.00 membership dues 
($15.00 for students, military and low income memberships). You'll receive a free NORML 


tshirt (specify SM 


XL), a NORML membership packet including a NORML button, and a 


subscription to NORML’s quarterly newsletter, The Leaflet. NORML tshirts may also be pur- 
chased separately for $7 each; End Marijuana Prohibition t-shirts are $7 each; NORML. 
matches (100 books per box) are $8 each, Add $1 for postage and handling per order. 


Help solve the puzzle. Join NORML today. 


The Internationally Acclaimed 
Erotic Stage Musical Comedy 


Now in its 14th Year on Broadway 


240 West 47th Street * New York City * (212) 757-7164 


Tickets for OH! CALCUTTA! available at the Box Office and all Ticketron outlets _ 
inthe U.S.A. Buy tickets with your credit cards by calling collect (212) 757-7164 


©Copyright 1982 The Cleuta Acventure Company & Deadline Design, Ine. 
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LATEST 
DOPE 
PRICES 


No.89 


‘The 378-foot Coast Guard cutter Boutwell heads to the open sea from its berth in Seattle, Washington. 


THE THAI-STICK JINX 


MARNWJUANA MUTINY 
IN THE NORTH PACIFIC 


ANCHORAGE, 


Coast Guard 


ALASKA 


cific unfolded after the U.S. Coast 
Guard cutter Boutwell crept into Ko- 
diak Harbor last spring, towing a sailboat 
packed with millions of authentic Southeast 
Asian Thai sticks. Two days after intercepting 
the doughty little wind-powered Orca, far out 
at sea near the Aleutians, and taking her in 
tow, the Boutwell had been sabotaged by crew 
members in an attempt to highjack the seized 
marijuana. A week later, one of the crew had 
been discovered tangled in a 100-foot line dan- 
gling from the cutter’s stern, frozen to death in 
the arctic water. 
The Orca set sail April 30 from Singapore, 
according to U.S. narcotics officials, with 2,900 
pounds of Thai sticks aboard, packed in five- 


TALE OF BLOODCURDLING CONSPIRACY 
and death in the stormy North Pa- 


und alumini tay apped bundles, stowed be- 

low decks in plastic bags. The captain and 
crew put over at Gan Bay in the Philippines 
while foul-weather gear was put aboard, and 
then headed for the far North Pacific, to foil 
interception. It didn’t work. 

The 378-foot, streamlined cutter Boutwell, 
ostensibly on a routine patrol, overhauled the 
little Orca in high seas off the Aleutians on 20 
June, about 1,500 miles southwest of the Alas- 
kan coast. A boarding party, armed to the 
teeth, came aboard the Orca to check for com- 
pliance with U.S. sailing regulations, and in 
due course managed to come in “plain view” 
of the foil-wrapy bundles, which the Orca 
captain insisted contained only dried fruit. 
The fruit tested out on the Coast Guard’s 
handy-dandy continued on page 27 
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HIGHWITNEsSS NEWS 


ANOTHER TUNA SNAFU? 


SMUGGLER’S BEECH 
MISSES DROP, 
BOMBS NORTH GEORGIA 


WITH 


ELLIJAY, 


COKE! 


GEORGIA 


HE BIG OLD TWIN-ENGINE 

Beechcraft Queen, stut- 
tering loudly at stall speed 
in the night, sailed over the 
farmhouses and cow pastures 
of North Georgia, scattering 
bins and bundles of Bolivi- 
an cocaine all over the place. 
Even though the pilot and his 
navigating dope-dumper were 
miles shy of the prearranged 
drop zone, no one was hurt, 
and, in fact, no one noticed 
anything until thenext morn 
ing, on Friday, when a 
mer County farmer stumbled 
across a fiberglass bin of cu- 


rious, sharp-smelling white 
matter among his green clo- 
ver. Aware something was 
awry, he called Gilmer County 
sheriff Ferman Stanley, and 
the chase began. 

“I've heard that same air- 
plane fly over several time: 
Sheriff Stanley said later. “I 
searched it one timeat the air- 
port here, but I didn’t find 
anything in it. I heard it last 
‘Thursday, the day before we 
started finding this stuff.” 

Any number of people in 
Gilmer County had noticed 
that selfsame Beechcraft 


Queen in previous weeks, in 
fact, poking around over the 
pastures at low altitude. So it 
was straightaway seized, 
that Friday morning, sitting 
on the strip at the Dalton air- 
port. And a local pilot who 
had purportedly been flying 
it the night before was bust- 
ed on the strip at the Pickens 
County airport, as he put 
down in a little rent-a-plane. 
Authorities deduce that he'd 
been flying around all momn- 
ing, searching for where he'd 
misdumped all that cocaine 
the night before. 


Meanwhile, a small army 
of state narcs, sheriffs’ depu- 
ties, forest rangers and even 
National Guardsmen went 
forth into the fields to rustle 
up dope. On the first sweep 
they turned up four fiber- 
glass bins and a duffle bag 
full of toot, 173 pounds alto- 
gether, at 83 percent pure. 
‘This was so promising they 
mustered again at the 
Scroughtown Baptist church, 
and took a column of narcs 
100 yards wide on a five-mile 
hike, retracing the Beech’s 

continued on page 27 


HERES ANOHER 
ONE OF THEM 
COCAINE BALES! 
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HIGHWITNESS NEWS 


ENDORPHIN ADDICTION 


FITNESS: A HEALTH HAZARD! 


LONDON, 


ENGLAND 


[: RETARDS PUBERTY IN 
growing children, andmay 
stunt their growth. It disrupts 
the menstrual cycles of young 
women, and may result in in- 
fertility. It causes heart at- 
tacks, kidney damage and in- 
jury tobones and muscles. It’s 
particularly harmful for older 
people, and should beavoided 
by them. And though it may 
convey a temporary feeling of 
physical “pleasure,” continu- 
al overindulgence could very 
well lead to sexual impotence. 
Yet millions of young people 
indulge daily, and more begin 
indulging every day. 

The details of the indict- 
ment may sound familiar, 
but the subject of it is quite 


new. It’s not some horrid: 


chemical drug that does all 
these evil things to people, 
but strenuous physical 
exercise. 

‘The current fad for violent 
physical exercise routines, 
such as long-distance run- 
ning, has provided scientists 
here and in the United States 
with plenty of research sub- 
jects to investigate the ef- 
fects of prolonged, self- 
inflicted stress on the human 
body. As might have been ex- 
pected, chronic, heavy use of 
strenuous exercise is fraught 
with serious health hazards, 
and some of them are very 
subtle and deceptive. 

Acute, sudden indulgence 
in exercise by persons unac- 
customed to it, of course, can 
trigger heart attacks. “Sud- 
den exercise can disrupt 
blood supply and induce 
forms of heart attacks,” af. 
firms Dr. David Mendel of 
St. Thomas's Hospital here, 
“even among those with heal: 
thy cardiovascular system: 

Even people in tip-top 
shape who do it regularly can 
suffer considerably from it. 
Shin splints and kidney dam- 
age are associated with over- 
much jogging, and the dam- 


‘Thousands of runners in the New York marathon, shown here as 


menstrual regularity. 


they crossed the Verrazano Bridge, were risking life, limb and 


‘Wide World 


age may not be reversible, 
particularly in adults. Of 
course, this damage can be 
minimized, or even elimi- 
nated, by switching from 
running to bicycling. But 
there are signs now that too 
much exercise in itself is 
actively harmful, and most 
harmful of all to women, 
children and old people. 
Researchers at St. Barthol- 
omew's Hospital monitored 
the hormone functioning of 
17 girl students who began 
running 10 miles every day 
for the experiment, which 
went on for months. Of the 17 


Violent, prolonged exercise 
such as jogging is known to 
have conspicuous acute ef- 
fects on many body hor- 
mones. Prime among these 
hormones is beta-endorphin, 
“the body's own morphine,” 
which is normally produced 
in abundance only in re- 
sponse to extreme physical 
stress. “Self-stressing” one- 
self with jogging, though, 
can trigger a massive beta- 
endorphin turnover, Dr. Rees 
has determined. Runners call 
it “hitting the wall,” and 
many become quite compul- 


sive about running, so as to 


Overmuch exercise _~ 
in itself is most harmful 
of all to women, 
children and old people. 


young women, 14 began to 
show delayed menstrual per- 
iods within months, and 
some began missing periods 
entirely. ‘The three who 
avoided these problems were 
those girls who were the least 
enthusiastic about their run- 
ning,” says professor Lesley 
Rees of St. Bart's. “If run- 
ning was kept up every day 
for some time, then one could 
expect considerable infer- 
tility problems in later life.” 


regularly achieve this eu- 
phoric state. It's equivalent, 
quite literally, to enjoying a 
regular stiff dose of morphine. 

The continued use of mor- 
phine—or heroin—inevitably 
causes a buildup in the body 
of another hormone called 
prolactin. Prolactin in turn 
blocks the activity of 
“active” sex hormones, like 
testosterone and estrogens, 
which accounts for the infer- 
tility and sexual unrespon- 


siveness typical of opiate ad- 
dicts. There’s every reason to 
assume that regular mega- 
doses of beta-endorphin, in- 
duced by compulsive run- 
ning, has the same effect— 
as the disrupted fertility of 
these girls at St. Bart's 
would suggest. 

“In principle, I am in favor 
of exercise,” counsels Dr, 
Mendel, “but I think people 
should be very careful just 
what kind they take. Unfit 
people over forty should cer- 
tainly steer clear of jogging.” 

Old people's bodies func- 
tion very differently, inmany 
important ways, from young 
people’s. Animal studies pro- 
vide indications that while 
youthful bodies may readily 
clear out the many toxic sub- 
stances that build up in the 
bloodstream with prolonged 
exercise, the clearance rate 
becomes much less efficient 
with age. 

But growing children may 
also be peculiarly susceptible 
to the harmful effects of 
strenuous exercise. Studies 
of child gymnasts show that 
they tend to achieve full pu- 
berty later than other chil- 
dren, which could well be 
another effect of the body's 
‘own morphine. 

Exercise in moderation, of 
course, has highly beneficial 
effects for healthy people of 
any age. It reduces cholester- 
ol, improves the circulation 
and reduces muscular tension, 
conveying a direct antide- 
pressant effect much like Val- 
ium’s. As Dr. Mendel notes, 
though, it’s unwise to build 
up the agonies and ecstasies 
of violent physical exercise to 
the point where it all becomes 
an end in itself: “There is a 
growing belief that exercise 
can simply cancel out all our 
other idleness and overeat- 
ing. People think it can act 
like a pill—or a penance—to 
counter overindulgence.” HT 
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PARENTS’ MESSAGE: 


“IT’S DRUG-FREE YOUTH, 
NOT PARAQUAT- FREE 
YOUTH!” 


by Claire Winston-Levy 


NAPLES, 


FLORIDA 


a new slogan of the 
National Federation for Drug- 
Free Youth, the nationwide 
single-interest conservative- 
action political committee 
based in Silver Spring, Mary- 
land. “Florida has acted re- 
sponsibly,” rejoiced Mrs. 
Joyce Nalepska, associate di- 
rector of the federation, when 
Gov. Bob Graham and Atty. 
Gen. Jim Smith got the legal 
go-ahead to commence dous- 
ing pot with the poisonousher- 
bicide paraquat last summer. 

“There has never been a 
balance to the issue,” charges 
‘Not a single 


Mrs. Nalepska. 
case of marijuana-related 
paraquat poisoning has been 
documented. However, there 
is documentation that ap- 
proximately sixty thousand 


youngsters receive treat- 
ment annually for marijuana- 
related problems. Parents 
say spray.” 

‘The 60.000 figure for child- 
pot problems was furnished 
to the self-proclaimed “par- 
ents” group by the Presi- 
dent's Special Office on Drug 
Abuse. When White House 
drug czar Dr. Carleton Turn- 
er was asked about this sta- 
tistic at a press conference 
last summer, he indicated 
that it included every single 
minor who happened to get 
reported to school authori- 
ties for simply holding pot. 
How many actually require 
“treatment” in any clinical 
sense is unknown. How many 
might need treatment for res- 
piratory illnesses is entirely 
unknown—but if the Florida 
paraquat project spreads to 
other states the number may 
increase appreciably. “We 
.. hope that forty-nine other 
states follow the lead,” exults 
Mrs. Nalepska. “Beginning 
with California. 

A Message to Colombia 
The Florida paraquat pro- 
gram finally got off the 
ground last summer, after 
extended legal rigmarole, 


with the spraying of one field 
of pot. One single field before 
the harvest season. This com- 
prised, the cops said, some 
10,000 skanky mixed-sex 
plants growing near Red Bay 
on the panhandle. The police 
did not live-spray it from over- 
head, but went up to each 


Joyce Nalepska 
plant in the field individually, 
out in the middle of a lonely 
bog, and sprayed each bush 
from colas to roots. Then spe- 
cially hired armed security 
guards stood around it, 
among the mosquitos, for 72 
hours, until each plant had en- 
tirely decrepitated. Then the 
whole crop was immediately 


uprooted, stacked and bumed, 


except for the evidence 
samples, which had been 
harvested before spraying. 

Why, you may ask, did the 
Florida’ police not merely 
burn all this weed in the first 
place, instead of wasting all 
this tax money on weed kill- 
er, sprayers and rented secu- 
rity guards? The answer is 
twofold: to send a Message to 
Colombia, and for the sake of 
the children. « 

The Message to Colombia 
was foremost. Originally, the 
Florida paraquat program 
was the brainchild of state 
Atty. Gen. Jim Smith, whois 
ambitiously shooting for a 
federal prosecutor slot. To 
woo the Justice Department, 
Smith tossed around the 
notion of paraquat with the 
Drug Enforcement Adminis- 
tration, which—like the state 
of Florida's authorities—is 
eternally embarrassed about 
the Colombian marimba 
coming into the U.S. Recall- 
ing how wonderfully imports 
of Mexican weed dropped 
after the big paraquat scare 
of 1978, the DEA has been 
slavering for a way to induce 
the Colombian government 
to start spraying. 
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‘Scenes like this were common in Mexico in the late '70s, but won't be repeated in the United States thanks to legal efforts of NORML. 


The Colombian govern- 
ment has been leery about 
the idea, though, ever since 
the Mitre Corporation's 
bloodcurdling 1979 environ- 
mental-impact report on the 
herbicide program in the 
Mexican sierras. When it’s 
sprayed on that scale the 
stuff gets into the ground wa- 
ter and goes right up the food 
chain to poison crops, domes- 
tic animals and people; sor- 
rowful losses in crops, stocks 
‘and unborn peasant babies 
result. Balancing the welfare 
‘of pot-addicted American 
youth against that of its own 
citizens, the Colombian gov- 
ernment has held out against 
paraquat steadfastly for four 
‘years, to the indignation of 
the U.S. State Department 
and the DEA. 

But the balance is not 
immutable, in the opinion of 
the DEA. If just a little bit of 
paraquat were publicly 
‘sprayed on pot somewhere in 


the U.S., then how could the 
Colombian government hold 
out against moral pressure 
from the States to compre- 
hensively inundate all of 
Santa Marta Department 
and the Guajira Peninsula 
with the stuff. This was the 
DEA’s reasoning, so Jim 
Smith whipped up the Flor- 
ida paraquat program, and 
lobbied for it hammer and 
tongs. 


Children Rescued 


‘Then the legal folderol com- 
menced. NORML, though 
virtually destitute of funds 
nowadays, filed for an injunc- 
tion against the spraying in 
state and federal court, citing 
both the Mitre Corporation's 
environmental study and the 
Center for Disease Control's 
1979 determination that par- 
aquat-tainted marijuana 
does pose a substantial haz- 
ard to growing young lung 
tissue. The Chevron Com- 


pany, which manufactures 
paraquat, also officially re- 
pudiated Smith’s proposed 
program, on the grounds 
that the fungicide is simply 
not licensed for use on crops 
that are eventually going to 
be consumed by American 
humans. 

Since it would have been 
political suicide for a judge to 
squelch an anti-pot program 
this season, though, the 
courts ultimately gave the 
legal go-ahead. However— 
thanks entirely to NORML’'s 
lawsuit—the courts also spe- 
cifically affirmed a devastat- 
ing corpus of environmental- 
protection regulations on the 
sprayers..The cops,have to 
locate and physically secure 
any pot patch before they can 
spray it. Aerial spraying is 
flatly disallowed. Spraying in 
the vicinity of running water 
or food crops is forbidden, as 
is spraying near residential 
areas. Best of all, the police 


have to stand guard around 
every sprayed patch for three 
days to avert pot-napping 
of the poisoned crop, and 
then they have to burn it 
immediately. 

Though all these regula- 
tions may severely enfeeble 
Jim Smith's dramatic Mes- 
‘sage to Colombia, they cer- 
tainly have gone a long ways 
toward preserving the youth 
of America from the horrors 
of smoking paraquat. It was 
not until after all these envi- 
ronmental regulations were 
imposed on the paraquat pro- 
gram that the crusaders for 
Drug-Free Youth came out 
so enthusiastically .in its 
favor, and got so much press 
play for their uncompromis- 
ing, antipermissive stand on 
this drug issue. 

NORML may not have 
any money these days, but 
what little they do sure bene- 
fits a surprising number of 
people. HT 
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FASCISTS LOSE GRIP ON COCALAND 


MILITARY HANDS POWER 
TO SILES IN BOLIVIA 


by Tercero Sombra_ 


LA PAZ, 


BOLIVIA 


‘T LONG LAST, AND UNDER 
miserable conditions, ci- 
vilian government has re- 
turned to Bolivia. After two 
years of military rule charac- 
terized by corruption and in- 
oe titude, Gen. Guido Vildoso 
ideron ceded power to Her- 
nan Siles Zuazo ina ceremony 
on October 10. Amid cheers 
for Siles and resounding boos 
for the outgoing junta, the 
reins of state were passed to 
theman whowonalegitimate 
democratic election and was 
then prevented from taking 
office by the brutal coup of 
July 1980. 


forces amassed huge person- 
al fortunes while piloting the 
national economy into a tail- 
spin. Not only were central 

lements of the junta up to 
their epaulets (see “Cocaine 
Colonialism,” Hich Times, 
Aug. '81) in the country’s 
massive export of raw coca 
paste; but they, skimmed 
andily from public works 
projects and international 
loans as wel. While cocadol- 
lars were flooding Bolivian 
banks, helping drive the in- 
flation to an annual rate of 
more than 125 percent, the 
price of tin, Bolivia's other 


Siles, General Vildoso warned 
that the armed forces would 
not tolerate civilian meddling 
in military matters; but im- 
mediately u Upon taking office, 
Siles installed Gen. Alfredo 
Villaroel Barja, a political 
moderate, as commander in 
chief of the armed forces in an 
obvious effort to assert civil- 
ian authority. Vildoso and his 
right-wing associates also re- 
abn doubt, Siles’s prompt 
intment of Communists 
to head the ministries of labor 
and mining. Meanwhile, vast 
blocks of Bolivian geography 
are still controlled by the co- 


cainemafiosiand the military 
officers who have been hope- 
lessly corrupted by the seem- 
ingly endless flow of cocadol- 
lars. To complicate matters 
even further, Siles may face 
some opposition from his al- 
lies on the Left, particularly 
in the labor movement. Orga- 
nized Bolivian workers who've 
borne the brunt of runaway 
inflation are reluctant to ac- 
cept the wage freezes and 
ther austerity measures 
that Siles is pressing for in an 
effort to pull the country out 
of its financial nose dive. 
continued on page 26 


Wide World 


Pres. Hernan SilesZuazo 


At best, Siles’s hold on 
the presidency promises to 
be tenuous. Bolivia, never 
among the more affluent of 
South American countries, 
has collapsed to near-bank- 
ruptcy under the steward- 
ship of the rapacious military 
elite. In 27 months, during 
which time the office of presi- 
dent was shuffled from Gen. 
Luis Garcia Meza to Gen. 
Waldo Bernal to Vildoso, as- 
cendant officers of the armed 


major export, was plummet- 
ing on the international mar- 
ket. Facing an international 
debt of $3,7 billion, Siles must 
now attempt to refinance his 
country while steering a del- 
icate course among the nu- 
merous political factions on 
the Right and Left. 

‘The threat of another coup 
is constant in a nation that 
has seen more than 190 gov- 
ernments in 157 years. Days 
before turning over power to 


FLIERS RESCUED 
BY POT BALE 


MEAMI, 


FLORIDA 


HEN THE SINGLE-EN- 

gine Cessna, ona flight 
from Jamaica to the Baha- 
mas, hit the water near Mara- 
thon in the Florida Keys, the 
pilot, copilot and one passen- 
g Americans from the 


ger, all 

Southeast, felt destined for 
permanent residence in Davy 
Jones's locker. They hadlittle 


cushions, 
tempted to use knotted-up 
pairs of pants to keep them- 


and wonder- 


whether the bale had been 
aboard the sunken plane, 
he replied from his hospi- 
tal bed with all due indigna- 
tion, “That was not the case 
at all.” Hr 


24 JANUARY 83 


(GHWITNESS NEWS 


MYTH oF “LIGHT” 
CIGARETTES DEBUNKED 


BETHESDA, MARYLAND 


aay | 


came 
ticuTs 


OW-NICOTINE CIGARETTES 

may be worse than regu- 
lar cigarettes, on the broad 
scale, Dr. Michael Russel of 
Great Britain noted at a sym- 
posium on tobacco addiction 
herelast autumn. The purpose 
of lowering the “tar” content. 
of cigarettes—to reduce the 
smoker's exposure tocarcino- 
gens —is directly subverted 
when the nicotine content is 
also lowered, agreed many 
of the reports presented to 
the Uniformed Services 
wing of the University of the 
Health Sciences in Bethesda. 


Low-nicotine cigarettes 
merely present smokers with 
a challenge to get the 
optimum drug effect out of 
every single puff, the reports 
showed. When high-nicotine 
smokers switch to the lower- 
test brands, they merely 
commence to smoke more 
cigarettes per day, and puff 
more Fecnently, with each 


cigarette. 

‘Smokers do this in order to 
achieve and maintain high 
blood levels of nicotine, the 
tobacco-derived drug to 
which they are physically 


addicted. Since the body 
processes nicotine very 
quickly, regular doses are 
needed throughout the day 
to ward off the discomfort of 
nicotine withdrawals as the 
drug leaves the body. Thus, 
the only time smokers feel 
any sort of pleasure at all 
from their habit is when, 
right after they wake from a 
night's sleep, they quickly 
and deeply smoke a couple of 
cigarettes, so as to furnish 
their nicotine-famished bod- 
ies with their customary sat- 


uration level of the drug. 


WAS 


WHISKEY WELSH 


ABERYSTWYTH, WALES 


CHWISGI? 


‘OW THAT THE EuROPEAN 

Economic Community 
is about to bestow its Halas 
gious apy contrélée la- 
bel on Scots and Irish whis- 
keys, the distillers of Welsh 
chwisgi are beginning to 
grumble nationalistically. 
Though ‘have been. 
pictured through history, in 
ethnocentric English liter- 
ature, largely as a race of 
mighty boozers and pathetic 
sots, nobody ever goes into 
a pub of an afternoon for a 
spot of Welsh, anywhere in 
the world but here. 

‘Yet drinkers of Welsh whis- 
key fiercely hold by their con- 
ion that the art of dis- 
tilling alcohol was invented 
not by medieval Arabs, as ev- 


eryone else in the world be- 
lieves, but by a certain Re- 

aullt Hir of Bardsley Island 
near here, Reaullt first began 
concocting chwisgi in A.D. 
356, ‘tis said, and it was he 
who taught the wild Scots 
and Irish how to make their 


they 

uisgebetha. Moreover, it was 
supposedly a distiller of Pem- 

brokeshire in the early 1700s 

who migrated to Kentucky 


ultrasmooth scotch slight- 
ly flavored with herbs. It’s 


Andthat’stheproblem. Since 
chwisgi distilling’s strictly a 
industry in Wales, it 
would be hard to make the 
product uniform enough in 
quality to gain an EEC appe- 


we ee 


condemnai 
anyone who isn’t. The last 
commercial distillery in 
Wales, near Bala, went out of 


Lowered nicotine content 
in cigarettes, therefore, 
merely conduces to intensi- 
fied cigarette use, as several 
reports to this symposium 
attested. Such increased use, 
however, inevitably raises 
one’s level of exposure to the 
harmful tars in the smoke, so 
that the prophylactic advan- 
tage of switching to low-tar 
brands is nullified. 

Dr. Russel’s work with low- 
dertaken for 
's Addiction 
Research Foundation, proved 
that low-tar smokers do 
imbibe just as much nicotine, 
and perhaps more harmful 
smoke, as regular-brand 
smokers. Low-tar smokers 
showed no decrease in blood- 
stream levels of nicotine or of 
carboxyhemoglobin, a sub- 
stance produced by the body 
to offset smoke-caused oxy- 
gen deprivation. 

Since nicotine has no sub- 
stantially harmful effects on 
people who are tolerant to 
it—tobacco addicts, for ex- 
ample—a brand of cigarettes 
yielding high nicotine levels, 
and low tar levels might be 
vastly preferable to either 
high-tar, high-nicotine or low- 
tar, low-nicotine brands, Dr. 
Russel conceded that while 
perfect abstinence from to- 
bacco is always an ideal state 
of being, a high-nicotine, low- 
tar smoke might be just the 
ticket for the great majority 
of tobacco addicts who can- 
not stop smoking, no matter 
how anxiously and often they 
may try. HT 
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POLICE BUST “PAC-MAN” DEALER 


BALTIMORE, MARYLAND 


“ I F YOU HADSEVENTY DOL- 

Jars, you'd buy his dope 
because it was the best val- 
ue," a Baltimore narcotics of fi- 
cer says of “Peanut” King, 28, 
who, for a while at least, was 
godfather in his East Balti- 
more neighborhood. Peanut, 
jogging through pretrial time 
at the city jail in spotless, 
brand-new running suit and 
suede Pumas, with his$25,000 
goldwatch, denieseverything. 
But for a while, cops and lo- 
cal folks agree, Peanut was 
uncontested padrone of the 
money-lending, gambling and 
dope apparatus in his part of 
town. 


Fatherless at five, busted 


ears | 


Smac-Man 


for assault at 12 and busted 
22 more times for everything 
from boosting to homicide 
before his first heroin fall, 
Peanut rose to eminence in 
1979 by initiating a brilliant 
new merchandising drive 


from his street-corner Sno- 
Cone stand. He did every- 
thing but personalize his 
shit, cops say, stamping each 
brightly taped wad with 
trendy brand names like 
“Pac-Man” and “The Whiz.” 
For seasonal occasions, there 
was “Super Bowl” around 
New Year's and “Valentine” 
in February. It was good, 
grainy heroin, whacked judi- 
ciously and consistently. Pea- 
nut provided employment to 
countless teenagers, at $500 
per week, to make deliveries 
on nimble mopeds. 

Four notable homicides oc- 
curred during the period of 
Peanut’s rise. One involved 


the previous godfather of the 
neighborhood, and another a 
teenage girl caught in the 
crossfire between two hoods. 
‘These killings set the police 
on Peanut’s ass, and when 
they broke into his place last 
fall they found $6.5 million in 
fresh doojie, $310,000 in cash, 
that much again in jewelry, 
six fur coats and numerous 
firearms. For a while, Peanut 
had been king of the hill in 
every sense of the word. 

The police say that they 
believe the removal of 
Peanut King from the street: 
will have some sort of effect 
on the drug trade in East 
Baltimore. HT 


BOLIVIA: NEO-NAZIS FLEE COUNTRY 
AS CIVILIAN GOVERNMENT MOVES IN 
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All of which places the U.S. 
nt of State in some- 

thing of a dilemma. The Rea- 
gan administration would 
have found the fascist gener- 
als running the show for the 
ast two years politically ac- 
ceptable, but for the fact that 
their lucrative collaboration 
with the coca barons was 
known worldwide. No matter 


how often the generals trad- 
ed seats, the affliction of the 
drug trade clung to them like 


mange to a mutt. So the Rea- 
wuts were forced to with- 

jold aid and pressure La Paz 
to come up with a leadership 
untainted by dope connec- 
tions—a task that proved im- 
possible for the Bolivian hier- 
archy. But the installment of 
Siles in apparent accordance 
with North American pro- 
nouncements in favor of a 
drug-free central govern- 
ment has created another 
roblem. ‘The United States 
8 not had to deal with a 
left-wing democrat as head of 
state in South America since 


Salvador Allende was so nas- 


ip 
paling th an did Nixon and 
issinger. Some Bolivia- 


Nazi elements that thrived 
under the military regime. 

ie infamous Klaus Barbie- 
Altmann, accused of com- 


icity in shipping thousands 
aE aero es 
e served with the gestapo 


a World War II in oecu- 


watchers have suggested 

that Siles will be allowed to | pied France. has fled to Bra- 

retain office only until he has | zil, Paraguay or Argentina. 
Nazi Klaus Barbie-Altmann and 


neo-fascist terrorist Pierluigi Pagliai 
received protection from authorities 
throughout the days of the junta. 


‘ined American aid and a 
refinancing of the interna- 
tional debt, at which point he 
will be replaced by a more 
“authoritarian” regime. 

However, earl aie 
suggest that will not 
give up without a fight. Al- 
ready the atmosphere has 
become unhealthy for neo- 


Barbie, who entered Bolivia 
after the 1980 coup, was a 
darling of the military lead- 
ers and had his hands in ev- 
from the coca trade 

Bie dealt beans 

of major arms 

deals. Both Germany and 
France had attempted to ex- 
tradite him for war crimes, 


and the Siles government 
would most 

mi him in irons and dis- 
ma ed him to the oe 


likely have 


tion in the terrorist eee 
of a Bologna rail railroad station 
in 1980. 

badly wounded, to ip Rome af- 
ter a gun battle with a task 
force of more than 200 Bo- 


See een ie 
ceived protection from the 
authorities throughout the 
days of the junta. Another 
Italian fascist, Stefano delle 
Chiale, also accused of the 


Bologna bombing in which 


85 
ured poral fe Bol. 
ia before the police began to 
move. HT 
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Coast Guard 


MARIJUANA MUTINY 
IN THE NORTH PACIFIC 


continued from page 19 


colorimetric cannabis indica- 
tor to have a handsome per- 
centage of delta-9 tetrahydro- 
cannibinol in it, though, and 
the Orca's captain and two 
of its crew, all from Califor- 
nia, went into the Boutwell’s 
administrative-segregation 
quarters. 

‘Two dayslater, asthe Bout- 
well was making for the U.S. 
Customs dock at Dutch Har- 
bor in the Aleutians with the 
little Orca bobbing on a ca- 
ble behind her, the cutter sud- 
denly lost way entirely, and 
stalled, crashing about help- 


al crew members were imme- 
diately interrogated, and one 
confessed even asthe cutter's 
power was being restored. He 
implicated a fireman as being 
the brainstorm of the plot, and 
both joined the Orca’s crew in 
the brig, as the Boutwell 
changed course away from 
the Dutch Harbor customs 
dock to the C.G.’s own dock in 
Kodiak, 

Seven days later, on 29 
June, as the Boutwell was 
passing near Unimak Island 
in the Aleutians, a lookout 
heard a shout from aft. The 


‘Thai sticks, except for a rep- 
resentative evidence stash, 
were hastily destroyed, to 
avert future such catastro- 
phes. The captain of the Orca 
and two crewmen went up 
on charges in federal court 
here, and the Boutwell swabs 
went to courts-martial. Sea- 
men hereabouts now agree 
that sailing with a few million 
‘Thai sticks in tow is a jinx 
heavier than anything laid 
‘on by the Ancient Mariner 
himself. 

Weed customers in the 
States profoundly regretted 


The plot had been for mutinous crewmen 
to sail off with several million dollars 
in weed while the great cutter floundered helplessly. 


lessly in thesea. Someone had 
sliced the main oil ine, drained 
the oil out of the service gen- 
erator and even ripped out the 
electrical wires to the emer- 
gency gas turbines. 

‘The plot, foiled by quick dis- 
covery of the sabotage, had 
been for mutinous crewmen 
to slide over the Boutwell's 
side in emergency wet suits, 
follow the cable to the Orca, 
slip it and sail off with several 
million dollars in weed while 
the great cutter floundered 
helplessly in the water. Sever- 


vessel put about, and after a 
seven-hour search, the body 
of seaman Jerome Herndon 
was hauled out of the deep. 
He was wearing an emergen- 
cy wet suit and a rescue-drill 
harness, which had become 
entangled in a line that was 
just long enough to have al- 
lowed him to reach the trail- 
ing Orca. Whether Herndon 
had been in on the dope-nap- 
ping plot with the other Bout- 
well crew is unknown. 
Shortly after the Boutwell 
finally made Kodiak, all the 


the loss of the 1982 Thai-stick 
shipment. In the summer of 
1981, the prevalence of Thai 
had been so heavy on the big- 
city market that the price 
for domestic seedless had ac- 
tually dropped for a couple 
months. “Well,” philosophized 
a veteran Puget Sound im- 
ports observer: “It’s nice to 
know the U.S. Customs and 
Coast Guard will go this far 
out of their way to protect 
the investments of American 
marijuana growers.” HT 


SSS) 
COKE 

PLANE 
BOMBS 
GEORGIA 
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presumed flight path. This 
way they turned up three 
more bins and another big 
duffle bag, raising the total 
to 349 pounds of pure. 

By this time, top state 
officials had been wholly se- 
duced by the cocaine glam- 
our. Gov. George Busbee 
kept the poor narcs, rangers 
and guardsmen out in the 
field for days, to protect the 
public. Local folks were sol- 
emnly guaranteed that the 
stuff was "so pure, that if 
inhaled or absorbed through 
an open cut, it could be 
deadly."" Another couple 
stray bundles were discov- 
ered as far away as Ellijay, 
and when the total weight 
nudged up toward 550 
pounds, Georgia Bureau of 
Investigations director Phil 
Peters said, perfectly dead- 
pan, that it was ali worth 
“more than half a billion 
dollars.” 

And who would have made 
$500 million-plus on this 
move, but for a sloppy night- 
time navigator? Georgiacops 
are pointing the finger at Carl 
London, the former mayor 
of Clarkesville, who achieved 
dope-lore immortality in 1979 
‘with an in absentia conviction 
in the Black Tuna caper. The 
Tunas of Miami, the single 
biggest syndicate of indepen- 
dent weed movers ever to be 
‘turned over to the feds by the 
Florida Mafia (see “The Gang 
‘That Couldn't Deal Straight,” 
Hicu Ties, Oct. '81), were a 
loony and disorganized col- 
Jection of marijuanaentrepre- 
neurs with no known cocaine 
‘connections. However, from 
the way this incredible coke 
move was botched up, there 
‘may well have been a touch of 
‘the Tuna to it. HT 
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HIGHWITNESS NEWS 


NEW BOO BRINGS 
SINSE TO BOONIES 


by Bud Bogart 


‘The sinse season hit its annual peak in 
late fall, breaking all previous records and 
bringing sinse to areas heretofore de- 

rived of its economic and recreational 

nefits. If you haven't already heard, the 
National Organization for the Reform of 
Marijuana Laws has estimated the value 
of this year’s crop at between 8 and 10 bil- 


lion dollars, behind corn and soybeans as 
the country’s leading cash crop—enough 
‘to keep pipes burning through the winter. 

Contributing to this phenomenal explo- 
sion of domestic sinse was the huge influx 
of seed-stock grown last year. Smart 
cookies picked up on an ounce or two of 
the pollinated Afghani strains that were 
making the rounds and planted the seeds. 
Most popular of these so-called seeded 
sinses—an obvious contradiction since 
“‘sinsemilla” literally means without (sin) 
seed (semilla) in Spanish—were from 
Kentucky, Arkansas and other southern 
‘states. 

Meanwhile, homegrowers, who can't 
afford the exotic indica strains and are 
stuck with the sativa seeds from Mexican 
and Colombian, have discovered that 
these seeds grow a fairly respectable sinse 
if handled properly. Second- and third- 
generation sativas are gaining popularity, 
particularly in Texas, New Mexico and 
Arizona. 

Not unexpectedly, crops in northern re- 
gions came to maturity first last season. 
Early sinses were on the market in Los 
Angeles and New York by early October 
this year, almost a month sooner than last 
year. Some of these, from Massachusetts, 
New York and Vermont, were so comely 
and potent that they passed for the clas- 
sic California sinses that didn't show up 
until a month later. 

‘The big-league buds from Kentucky, 
Arkansas, Virginia and the Carolinas ap- 
peared in late October. Prices from grow- 
ers ranged from $1,700 to $2,000—cash 


and carry for a usual minimum of three 
pounds—with street prices on elbows rac- 
ing up to $2,800. Ounces ran from $200 
to $260. 
Visions of Sugar Plums, etc. ... Christ- 
mas shoppers looking for zoned-out gifts 
will find them aplenty in the prepacka; 
t-products department this year. The 
fabled Sitting Dog cookies and rum balls 
are making the rounds, along with a 
potent and potable ‘“mariwine” that 
sometimes works, sometimes doesn’t. 
The secret of shopping for marijuana 
wine, say those familiar with it, is to get a 
batch that was made from particularl: 
strong pot. That means you have to dri 
a bottle first to decide if you want more. 
Island Dreams... It had to happen. With 
sinsemilla growers searching the globe 
faniChal parece cine likwian camae lame 
delion puffs blown to the winds, some- 
where in an ocean in a southern latitude 
an entire island has been turned into a pot 
plantation. 

From the cloudy story that has been 
pieced together, it appears that a small 
group of jaded men and women are await- 
ing the fruits of several months’ labor on a 
remote tropical isle. No Robinson Crusoes 
they, the team has a 32-foot motorized 
sailboat at the ready, should the coconuts 
run short or their carefully arranged cam- 
ouflage prove transparent. Ifall goes well, 
the boat will soon be filled with the island 
weed. Stay tuned. 

Zoned Out. .. In San Francisco, where so 
many drug trends get lit that even shop- 
ping bag ladies carry around PDRs, the 
latest is a “‘shell” joint from the new Mexi- 
Cal superbreeds. A shell joint is com- 
prised entirely of the tiny husks surround- 
tng the seeds and it takes many score to 
roll a really decent joint for two. Talk 
about a time-consuming, anally compul- 
sive pes Unioranately, with some of the 
superblends this husking is a necessit; 
pathe hulls stick to the oversized sods 
with the tenacity of barnacles. The smoke 
from these painfully gained joints is 
sharp and stingy, and is followed by a 
flash, high with legs. 


Hien T elcomes anonymous reports, but 
please be specific about the area, type, quantity and 
quality of dope referred to, If you are aware of other 
prices or have other relevant information or sugges- 
tions, please send them in. The THMQ is intended 
solely for comparative purposes and in no way is 


‘meant as an inducement to illegal activity, or as an 
endorsement of dope usage or trafficking, or asanen- 
dorsement of any particular dope. 
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FURTHER 
PERSPECTIVES ON 
BENZODIAZEPINES: 

Last month we discusseda spe- 
cific member of the benzodia- 
zepine family, diazepam (Val- 
ium). This month we are look- 
ing in greater depth at the 
whole benzodiazepine family 
and its effects. The benzodia- 
zepines are a relatively new 
family of sedative-hypnotics 
which interact with specific 
benzodiazepine receptors in 
the brain and produce anxiety 
relief without sedation at 
therapeutic doses. The first, 
developed two decades ago 
was chlordiazepoxide ( 

um}. The next was diazepam 
(Valium). You will notice that 
all the AKAs are pharmaceuti- 
cal. Aside from Valium, none 
of the benzodiazepines have 
developed street names, al- 
though all benzodiazepines 
have approximately equal 
abuse potential. They are rare- 
ly primary drugs of abuse, but 
rather are secondary drugs 
used toself-medicatea range of 
adverse drug reactions from 
“bad acid trips” to prolonged 
“speed runs.’ Ten brands are 
currently listed in the PDR 
{Physician's Desk Reference) as 
available in the United States; 
the Addiction Research Foun- 
dation of Ontario reports the 
same number in Canada. 

The importance of this fam- 
ily of drugs was underlined by 
the interest generated in the 
recent international confer- 
ence, "The Benzodiazepines 
Today: Two Decades of Re- 
search and Clinical Experi- 
ence,” sponsored by the Haight- 
Ashbury Training and Educa- 
tion Project and the California 
Society for the Treatment of Al- 
coholism and Other Drug De- 
pendencies. The conferees pre- 
sented a full spectrum of clin- 
ical, pharmacological, political 
and research information on 
the benzodiazepines. Partici- 
pants ranged from manufac- 
turers to front-line clinicians 
treating benzodiazepine prob- 
lems. They included pioneer 
research scientists from Basel, 
Switzerland; representatives 
‘of the American Medical Asso- 
ciation; and the chief of Drug 
Abuse Staff for the Food and 
Drug Administration. A wide 
range of opinions were ex- 
pressed on both the thera- 
peutic and abuse aspects of the 
benzodiazepines. Here are 
some relevant points high- 
lighted at the conference: 


THE SEDATIVE- 
HYPNOTIC 
DEVELOPMENT CYCLE 
Alll sedative-hypnotic drugs, 
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ABUSE 
FOLIG 


Certain individuals seem to 
face an especially high risk of 
benzodiazepine dependence— 
particularly those who are al- 
coholics or who have family 
histories of alcoholism or other 
drug dependencies. Cross-ad- 
diction to alcohol and a variety 
‘of psychoactive and analgesic 
drugsis increasing. Use of ben- 


BENZODIAZEPINES 


ALSO KNOWN AS: 
ATIVAN® CENTRAX® LIBRIUM®, LIMBITROL®, 
MENRIUM®, PAXIPAM® SERAX®, TRANXENE®, 
VALIUM®, XANAX® 


Medical advice by David E. Smith, M.D. 
Written b 
‘David E. Smith and Rick Seymour 


The authors do not advocate the 
use of any psychoactive substances. 


| zodiazepine with aleohol or 

‘other sedative-hypnotics can 
be particularly dangerous, 
even life-threatening, because 
of the “potentiating” effect— 
that is, taken in combination, 
they are far more powerful 
than they would be if taken 
separately. 


THERAPEUTIC USES: 
Although there are risks in- 
volved in the medical use of 
benzodiazepines, they are saf- 
er than the other sedative-hyp- 
notics if managed correctly. 
Benzodiazepines are used 
medically to treat anxiety, in- 
somnia, tension states, epiley 


including benzodiazepines, 
follow a similar course of de- 
velopment. It goes like this: A 
new sedative-hypnotic is syn- 
thesized. It proves effective for 
sedation, relief of stress, anx- 
iety, insomnia, tension, mus- 
cle problems, etc. Early tests 
indicate a low or nonexistent 
abuse potential. There are no 
major side effects. There are 
noobjectionstoproduction, and 
there isa very ready market for 
a “safe” sedative-hypnotic. 

Aftera few years, reports be- 
gin to filter in: Overdoses from 
street-diversion abuse and 
drug combinations including 
alcohol may occur. Clinical re- 
ports of dependency and with- 
drawal symptoms appear 
With media publicity, physi- 
cians may panic and abruptly 
terminate prescription of the 
drug. This can cause a rash of 
symptoms that may result 
from withdrawal, or a re- 
emergence of problems that 
led to the patient's use of a sed- 
ative-hypnotic in the first place. 
Meanwhile, another pharma- 
cologist, in another laboratory, 
has just synthesized a safe’ 
sedative-hypnotic which is 
then introduced and the cycle 
repeats itself. 


DEPENDENCY 

Current research on the inter- 
action between benzodiaze- 
pines and benzodiazepine re- 
ceptor sitesin the brain adds to 
a growing suspicion that any 
drug that is effective for suc 

problemsas stress, anxiety and 
tension, and produces relief 
and euphoria is inherently 
hazardous—even though at 


tendant research could repre- 
sent a major breakthough in 
understanding brain chemis- 
try. Dependence on the benzo- 
diazepines can occur even at 
therapeutic doses for certain 
high-risk patients, particularly 
those who have a past history 
of alcoholism, In “prescribing 
practice” courses, doctors and 
nurses are learning how to di- 
agnose potential dependence 
in a patient and how to rec- 
ognize abuse. 

Through lack of pharmaco- 
logical knowledge, some phy- 
sicians have switched depen- 
dence-prone patients from 
Valium to newer, shorter- 
acting benzodiazepines such 
as Ativan (lorazepam) in an at 
tempt to avoid the risk of de- 
pendence. They are not aware 
that all benzodiazepines work 
through the same receptor 
sites. Changing the drug mere- 
ly changes the character of the 
addiction. It does not remove 
the addiction. 

Chronic users may become 
psychologically and physically 
dependent on benzodiaze- 
according to the 
yn Research Founda- 
tion, For a psychologically de- 
pendent person, the drug is so 
central to his or her thoughts, 
emotions and activities that it 
is extremely difficult to stop 
using it. Physical dependence, 
a state wherein the body has 
adapted to the presence of the 
drug and withdrawal symp- 
toms occur if its use is stopped 
abruptly, may produce sweat- 
ing, stomach cramps, agita- 
tion, tremors, convulsions, de- 
lirium and, rarely, death. 


tic and other forms of muscle 
spasms and the management 
of alcohol withdrawal. 

Patients with a psychobio- 
logical predisposition to addic- 
tion are at risk to abuse these 
substances if they are adminis- 
tered over a long period. It is 
important to emphasize, how- 
ever, that no psychoactive 
drug, including the benzodia- 
zepines, is good or bad in and of 
itself. Whether the drug pro- 
duces therapeutic benefits or 
toxic consequence depends on 
who uses it, for what purpose 
and under what circumstances. 
Moralizing about the chemical 
itself only confusesattempts to 
provide objective information 
about the drug. C 
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Interview: John Waters 


The Filthiest Filmmaker in the World Comes Clean 
BY LARRY SLOMAN 


“If someone vomits watching one of my films, it’s like getting a standing ovation.” 

Those are the words, and the self-professed artistic credo, of John Waters—the Cinematic Sleaze King of Baltimore, Maryland, 
the Self-Crowned Nabob of nausea, the Sheik of Shock and Schlock, the Emperor of Enemas and the American cinema's one- 
and-only Prince of Puke—this last title earned on the strength of the never-to-be-forgotten climax of Pink Flamingos, where 
Waters showed his superstar—a 300-pound, balding transvestite narned Divine—getting down in the street on all fours and 
woifing down a pile of dogshit (thereby locking up the title of “The Filthiest Person Alive’). 

Waters's incredible movies—ranging from juvenilia like Hag in a Black Leather Jacket and Eat Your Makeup; to such full- 
blown and fully ripened masterpieces as Pink Flamingos and Female Trouble; all the way up (or down) to the recent Polyester 
[costarring ‘dream couple" Divine and Tab Hunter, and released in odorama}—have redefined all past concepts of “bad taste” in 
cinema. He and his wild and weirdly talented ‘stock company” (which also includes Edie the Egg Lady, saturnine Mink Stole and 
the ethereal Mary Vivian Pearce) have plunged into the nether realms of tastelessness, boldly striking backward where no 
explorer has ventured before. In Waters's world those old movie staples, sex and violence, are fused with grotesque table 
etiquette, abominable bathroom habits, rampaging lust and disgraceful misbehavior of all kinds. 

Hic Times’ editor Larry “Ratso" Sloman—whose own habits are so depraved and unspeakable that he obviously finds in 
Waters a kindred spirit—decided to meet the Sleaze King on his stamping grounds, Baltimore. There he found a polite and quiet- 
spoken, apparently typical middle-class young man with a pencil-thin mustache, whose mild appearance seemed to belie the 
unforgivable cinematic atrocities he has wreaked upon an unsuspecting world. Waters even had kind words for Gerald Ford and 
Ronald Reagan. But the man who gave a new meaning to the phrase "Underground Cinema" soon began running true to form. 
Read on... 
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High Times: What is your mail like? 
John Waters: Well, since the book has 
‘come out I've gotten more mail than I ever 
got from the movies. One letter was fifteen 
pages single-spaced about how ugly their 
mother was. Someone sent me a jar of soil 
from Gacey’s yard in Chicago. I got a letter 
from a girl in Germany that wrote to every 
single John Waters in the phone book. She 
wrote stuff like, “Your deathly face haunts 
me. I'm coming to see you.” And she did. 
From Germany. Rang the bell downstairs. 

High Times: And? 

Waters: I met her at the Charles Theatre 
and she turned out to be a very nice girl. 
The letters I get from the movies are mostly 
from people that want to be in films—peo- 

ple that I would never use because they're 
crazy in real life. Like, a million drag 
queens write me. 

But my favorite letter was from this kid 
who was sixteen, He wrote, "I make films 
too. But the problem is you, they all say 
how great you are. Me, they send me to the 
school psychiatrist. What's the difference?" 
I wrote back, “When you make a film you 
say it's gross. Just gross is not enough. Make 
‘em funny too." And then he wrote me 
back and said, “I did, Mr. Waters, and my 
teacher gave me an A. The whole class 
loved it. And I'm going to go to NYU film 
school.” He was a nice kid. 

High Times: Have you been harassed at all 
from Moral Majority types because of your 
films? 

Waters: I would welcome the Moral Ma: 
jority to hassle me. It would help at the box 
office. But they won't pick on me because 
they know that the people who enjoy my 
films are lost causes to them anyway. 

Now, if I was on television where I could 

reach their angelic children who might be 
influenced by me, maybe they'd harass me. 
But the whole Moral Majority thing is so 
weird. I don't know how much influence 
they really have. I have never met a person 
anywhere in my life that believes in that. 
It's a hype. Besides, those people haven't 
been toa movie in ten years. The ones that 
want movie censorship never go to movies. 
High Times: You had some trouble through 
the years from the local Maryland censor 
woman. 
Waters: She helped me. She was a press 
agent for years. | don't miss her. She was a 
moron. I could work, kill myself for two 
years making a movie, borrow all this 
money, and then go down to the Censor Of- 
fice and ask this woman’s opinion who 
couldn't even speak English. 

I used to have this fantasy that when 
Desperate Living was banned the whole cast 
would go down and chain ourselves to the 
furniture. And with my cast there would 
have been some good news photos of cops 
hauling us out. But then I figured it would 
end up costing a fortune, and we were a 
little too old to do that kind of thing. But I'd 
have given anything to see their faces when 
four-hundred-pound Jean Hill chained her- 
self to their desk. 


High Times: I understand that when you're 
not writing a script or shooting a movie, 
you travel all around the country attending 
trials. 

Waters: Yeah. I missed Gacey’s trial, I was 
shooting then. But I'm going to go to Kathy 
Boudin's trial. That's the next biggie. I think 
itll be splashy. I wonder if she'll snitch. I 
wouldn't blame her—she'sina lot of trouble. 
High Times: I understand her father is re- 
ally upset about the whole thing. 

Waters: Well, it wasn't like she was a girl 
scout all her life. I mean, she did blow up 
the house, didn’t she? I think it'll bea pretty 
good trial, the kind of trial that'll last way 
too long. It'll probably be easy to get into af- 
ter awhile. I've always enjoyed the Weath- 
ermen. And now, in 1982, it's so weird to 
see them in a courtroom. Especially if 
they're screaming out stuff and refusing to 
cooperate and refusing to stand up when 
the judge comes in. That always makes for 
entertainment. 

High Times: Did you go to the Chicago 
Seven trial? 

Waters: No. I went to the Move trial, 
though. The black Philadelphia group. I 
loved them so much. They alll got life and 
stuff, but they were really good in the 
courtroom because they would stand up 
and scream "Fuck you.” Everything. The 
judge had to be so patient, and all of their 
last names were “Africa”: “Miss Africa," 
"Mr. Africa," it was just so ludicrous. But 
they were incredibly good-looking. They 
had the dread locks, but I mean really radical 
ones, Andall the girls had little pocketbooks 
that said, "I live in Africa,” meaning the state 
of mind. They were hand-embroidered. 

I loved their unity together. They really 
believed in what they were doing. I always 
like crackpots who are willing to go to jail 
the rest of their lives for crackpot theory. 
‘They have my respect. 

High Times: Did you go to the Jean Harris 
trial? 

Waters: No, that was too PBS for me. I 
mean, everyone's been jealous before. Hike 
the ones where you can't figure out why 
they would have done this. I liked the letter 
she wrote, though, that was the only good, 
juicy part. | read the book on the trial be- 
‘cause I like Diana Trilling. But the People's 
‘Temple is one of my all-time favorites. Do 
you know how many books there are about 
it? Nineteen. I've got ‘em all. I even have 
the tapes of all of them killing themselves. 
‘High Times: I think the best scene in all of 
your films is in Female Trouble, when 
Divine does the trampoline act and then 
goes into that incredible monologue, “I 
framed Leslie Bacon, I snitched on Abbie 
Hoffman, I blew Richard Speck.” 

How much of that Divine character is 
your creation? It seems like all your obses- 
sions are pouring out of his mouth. 
‘Waters: Divine is nothing like how Divine 
is in the movies. 

High Times: I know that. But how much 
of the character is a collaboration? Or is it 
just a mouthpiece for you? 


Waters: It’s not a mouthpiece. Nobody 
could say it like Divine says it. No one else 
could play Divine. It's a character we have 
worked on together, as far as how Divine 
moves, how Divine talks. The words about 
Juan Corona and all that is totally me. | 
mean, Divine might not even know who 
as. But the whole thing is, 
and Lare like Dean Martin and Jerry 
Lewis. I could never write that stuff for an- 
other character. She might not have known 
who Leslie Bacon was but she could figure 
it out. It was all just reversals of who you 
would ever idolize, Corona, Speck. Divine 
never went to the murder trials with me. 
We would have caused too much attention, 
High Times: Didn’t she go to the murder 
trial of Dan White? 

Waters: No, she went to the funeral of Har- 
vey Milk. To be on television. 

High Times: Did you go to the White trial? 
Waters: No. It was a great one, though. He 
should be out soon. I bet he doesn’t stay 
around San Francisco. There'd probably be 
a gay hit squad after him. 

High Times: Son of Sam. You didn’t think 
much of him. 

Waters: He was boring. | loved it until they 
caught him. He's so ugly. He had no charis- 
maas a murderer. I think they at least have 
to look good. The case that has obsessed me 
most was the Manson case. They wanted to 
scare the world and they did. Not that I ap- 
prove of what they did, but they did really 
scare people. It finally ended the hippie 
movement, thank God. 

High Times: You've gotten close to Tex 
Watson. 

Waters: He's a nice person, and the more I 
talk about him the less chance he will ever 
have to get out of jail. He was a victim too. 


I think if a film can 
make you kill someone 
it's a great movie. 


High Times: Did you make the Atlanta tri- 
al? Wayne Williams, wasn't it? 

Waters: That didn’t interest me. All that 
dreary fiber testimony . . . I don’t think he 
killed them all, though. I think a lot of par- 
ents started killing their kids figuring they 
could get away with it. 

I went to the Watergate trial. I actually 

heard the tapes. I went with my mother. 
That was the hardest trial of all to get into. 
We waited from midnight until two in the 
afternoon in the rain for it. But it was worth 
it. I was there the day Nixon called Mitchell 
the big enchilada. You should have seen 
Mitchell's face when he heard that. Aggh. 
High Times: What was the weirdest trial 
you've been to? 
Waters: One in Baltimore—the penis col- 
lector. He had a little lunch box full of 
them. Creative. Then there was the nurse 
that shoved turds down her patient's 
mouth. 
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High Times: She obviously had seen Pink 
Flamingos. 

Waters: They didn’t ask her. That was a 
good trial. I was the only person in the 
courtroom, and the district attorney looked 
at me like, “Oh, great.” Her defense was 
she had her period that day 

High Times: Did you go to the Johnny 
Holmes trial in L.A.? 

Waters: No, I would have loved to. He'll 
make out well in jail. One thing, Johnny 
Wadd won't have any trouble in jail 

High Times: So what's the source of all 
these dark obsessions? 

Waters: I guess it's just Catholicism. I've 
always been fascinated by all the things 
you're not supposed to be fascinated by. 
‘They used to tell us you'd go to hell if you 
saw this movie. I'd never heard of the mov- 
ies, they weren't playing up the street from 
my parents. But I'd go to see them because 
they told me not to. 

High Times: Weren't you also fascinated 
by car crashes when you were young? 
You'd get new model cars and smash them 
with a hammer and get your parents to take 
you to wrecked-car dumps 

Waters: Yeah. But now I won't even look at 
acrash. I think maybe it'll happen to me. 
What a lowbrow way to die. 

High Times: What's the best way to check 
out? 

Waters: In your private jet, crashing into 
the Empire State Building, accidentally tak 
ing a lot of people with you. I always want- 
ed to die on a roller coaster, jumping the 
track and smashing into a cotton-candy 
stand. But as a kid, I wasn't so much inter- 
ested in seeing a car accident as looking at 
the wreckage of the cars when it was over. 
Going through those junkyards, it was 
looking at something damaged, something 
decaying. I used to keep scrapbooks of all 
the ‘50s cars, like the Roadmaster and the 
Century. There was that ’50s car culture, 
cars were almost a superhuman thing you 
had to envy and want. To see that destroyed 
is the same thing I do in all of my 
films—trashing things that are supposed to 
be held dear to people. Trashing them and 
reversing it. 

High Times: That's like Nietzsche, the 
reevaluation of all values. 

Waters: But the murder things and going to 
trials came about because I've always liked 
villains. They're the most interesting char- 
acters in a book. And this was real. People 
that were villains in real life and not just in 
storybooks or movies. That would fascinate 
me, the banality of evil. It's such a true 
cliché. These murderers, just one second in 
their life and they're famous. But they're 
just like normal people. Think of what their 
families go through—as much as the people 
who get murdered. There are always two 
victims. 

High Times: Don't you think that there's 
some empirical validity to the notion of 
pathology? 

Waters: They weren't born that way. They 
didn’t come out of the womb with a knife in 
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their hands. I'm not saying I'm for what 
they do. But it can happen to anyone. It's in 
every one of us for something like that to 
happen. I'm sure that the kids in the Man- 
son family could be let out today and 
they're never going to harm anybody. But 
from those two nightsa lot of them are nev- 
er going to get out. Because the public has 
turned them into real-life Captain Hooks. I 
think more people know who Charles Man- 
sonis than know Ronald Reagan. That's the 
interesting thing—that there's no difference 
anymore between notoriety and fame. 
High Times: What's great about your films 
is that you take these horrific things from 
real life and twist them into humor. 
Waters: In all my films people laugh at 
things that would be so cruel to laugh at if 
they happened to somebody you knew. But 
it’s so ridiculous and exaggerated, that you 
can't really think it could possibly happen. 
that way. It could. People could throw acid 
in your face, it happens all the time. But the 
thing that interests me most about the trials 
is how they handle the sudden glare of pub- 
licity. It's really true that anyone can be- 
come famous overnight. Look at Hinckley. 
High Times: He did it for Jody. 

Waters: Poor Jody. Divine said, “I wish it 
would have happened to me. What is she 
thinking about? I would have been blowing 
kisses in the courtroom screaming ‘I love 
you John!" That stuff interests me. If I 
didn’t make films I think I would have been 
a criminal lawyer or a reporter. 

High Times: I read that you consider Fast- 
er Pussycat, Kill Kill by Russ Meyer to be the 
best film of all time. Why? 

Waters: It has the meanest, funniest dia- 
logue I've ever heard. It's about three les- 
bian go-go dancers that go around killing 
men and stealing money. And the girls look 
great. It was enough of an influence on me 
where I wanted Divine to play a mean kind 
of woman. Except her tits were dishrags. 
High Times: So that was the model for films 
like Pink Flamingos and Female Trouble? 
Waters: It wasn’t the model. I just wanted 
to make jokes on the drive-in movies that I 
saw growing up. They were my Citizen 
Kane. I'd much rather watch Mud Honey 
than Citizen Kane. 


High Times: What's the sleaziest film you 
ever saw? 

Waters: There's good sleaze and bad 
sleaze. Bad sleaze is just distasteful with no 
humor. Good bad taste is funny bad, it 
makes you laugh at the audacity that there 
is such a thing as what you're laughing at 
Bad bad taste you just wish it wasn't there. I 
think Choir Boys exemplifies the latter. 
High Times: So what's your favorite good 
bad-taste film? 

Waters: Faster Pussycat, Kill Kill. And early 
Hershel Gordon Lewis films. But I'm 
ashamed to admit that at the same time I 
was going to the drive-ins I was also going 
to see Bergman films. I went to see both. I 
still do. T'll go to see almost any movie. I 
didn't go see Yes, Giorgio. 1 draw the line 
somewhere. The Greek Tycoon, the film 
about Jackie O, could have been good trash. 
I could have directed that well. I mean, 
they didn’t even show her shopping. They 
should have had Jackie clutching hundreds 
of bags. So I see Bergman and trash. Then I 
try to put them together, do arty-trashy 
movies. 

High Times: How do you feel about all the 
sociological arguments, that people imitate 
what they see on the screen? 

Waters: | think if a film can make you kill 
someone it's a great movie. If a film can be 
that powerful, to influence your life that 
heavily, it must be a pretty good movie. I 
think that the theories are a crock of shit. 
Thereare always people who can say, "This 
tree told me to kill somebody.” If you're go- 
ing to worry about that, then you can't have 
entertainment. 

High Times: You wanted me to ask you 
about drugs. 

Waters: I know my drug views would be 
very anti your magazine. But taking drugs 
at my age is like being a punk after you're 
twenty-five. It looks silly. Drugs are part of 
growing up, like getting pimples. But after- 
ward. . . think pot does make you stupid. 
It makes you settle for less. When I was 
growing up I took so many drugs. I'm not 
sorry I did. I never had a bad experience, 
but then I was lucky—I moved on. Where- 
as other people I know didn’t, and they're 
drug addicts. 1 even took morning-glory 
seeds like some giant parakeet. 

High Times: So you're saying kids should 
take drugs and then give them up. That's a 
different idea, that's for sure. 

Waters: Sixteen to twenty-one. Those are 
the ripe drug years, but after that, echh. 
That's like having a mohawk at thirty. 
High Times: By the way, I was amazed to 
see how you anticipated all those visual 
styles. Divine had a mohawk in "72. 
Waters: A lot of that was Van Smith. Give 
him credit. He did all the costumes and 
makeup. 

High Times: Besides pot, what drugs were 
you familiar with? 

Waters: I used to doa lot of speed growing 
up. I felt like taking speed again after I read 
the Edie Sedgwick book. But I'm too old for 
that. 


High Times: Have you gone on to other 
drugs? Prescription drugs like Valium? 
Waters: I always hated downs. Valiums 
make me mean. When I was a teenager I 
wanted to shoot heroin to see what it was 
like. The first time I did it someone shot me 
up and this huge black bubble grew in my 
arm, I thought, “Oh, isn't this pretty for 
school.” I mean, drugs were just too much 
trouble. Now if I want anything it's a mar- 
tini straight up. I figure it looks prettier than 
aneedle or carrying around things in tinfoil. 
High Times: Coke? 
Waters: Cocaine makes me just want to 
drink and talk a lot. To telephone poles. 
“Hi, look in refrigerator. Cold in there?" It 
really gets me ridiculous. I have friends that 
take drugs. But I wouldn't vote for them to 
become legal. I think pot takes away ambi- 
ion. 
High Times: The pot that people are smok- 
ing today is much stronger than the pot that 
was around when you were smoking 
Waters: No matter how much I liked it 1 
could never say to someone, "I'd like some 
Maui wowie.” I would be so mortified to 
say that to someone. The high could never 
compensate. 
High Times; But you recently smoked 


grass with William Burroughs. 


Waters: Well, from him how could you 
not? It would have been a sacrilege. He has 
the most incredible sense of humor. We did 
a thing together in Washington, He read, 
and I showed Desperate Living, which I 
thought was a good mix from the old wave. 
High Times: What was smoking with him 
like? 
Waters: All I could remember was think- 
ing, "Here I am sitting smoking pot with 
m Burroughs.” I used to read him in 
high school when I was supposed to be pay- 
ing attention to the teacher. So it made me 
feel happy, I felt I had chosen the right 
direction to go in 
High Times: So you see yourself as old 
wave? 
Waters: That was just a joke. I have noth- 
ing against the new wave. It's a great look 
for ugly girls. I mean, the hate generation. I 
had been waiting for that for a long time. I 
was too early for the hate generation. When 
Iwas there it was all love and peace, which 


I had definite problems with. 

High Times: What do you think of new- 
wave style? 

Waters: When I first saw it I thought it 
looked very good. Divine and I went to 
London when it first came out, and Divine 
said it was the first time he ever felt like 
Plain Jane. But the new-wave style hasa lot 
of humor, and it perks me up when I'm 
walking down the street and I see it. It 
makes me smile. Then I always imagine 
what it’s like when they're with their par- 
ents, At home at Christmas with their par- 
ents under the tree with a mohawk. 

High Times: In retrospect, are you embar- 
rassed by your early long-hair incarnation? 
Waters: I was never a hippie. I had long 
hair and I went to the riots, but just because 
they were good parties. I wasn't socially in- 
volved. 


| don't want to change 
the world. I like 
everything that's bad in 
the world; that's where 
my material comes 
from. I'm no missionary. 


High Times: You come more from the 
beat tradition, right? 

Waters: That was the first way I rebelled. 
Beatnik. Moondog. I'd run away to New 
York to see the beatniks, then I'd think, 
"This is the way I want to go.” They were 
glamorous to me. I read all about them, I 
knew their sense of humor and their inter- 
ests and it was everything | identified with. 
Tread Genet. I was thirteen, living in a sub- 
urban-type home in Baltimore, sol couldn't 
goto North Beach, but I read about it all the 
time. 

High Times: Have you gotten more con- 
servative as you've grown up? 

Waters: Politically I'm so different. Some 
things I’m pretty radical, some things I sup- 
port Reagan. It depends on the issue. I de 
cided recently that locally I'll vote for the 
most radical left-wing candidate and then 
yote for Reagan for president. Somewhere 
it will equal out 

High Times: What's Reagan's appeal to 
you? 

‘Waters: I don’t like to pay as much income 
tax. Totally selfish, monetary reasons. Then 
I feel guilty about that, so I'll vote for all the 
radical local things. They'll give him a 
tough time so he can't pass any of the right- 
wing laws, and I'll get to keep the money 
I've worked for twenty years to make. 
High Times: You always were very ambi- 
tious— 

Waters: In a way, to do what I wanted to 
do, If I wanted to just make money I would 
probably be making TV movies now 
High Times: You must have done well 
with Pink Flamingos? 


Waters: I don't have a helicopter waiting 
outside to whisk us downtown. But lama 
thousandaire. 

High Times: Well, you really seem to have 
mellowed. You're not the same guy who 
made Multiple Maniacs, that's for sure. 
Waters: I grew. I want to try and grow old 
gracefully. I like old people. I like to go to 
parties where everyone is sixty years old, 
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They have much better parties, better food, 
better liquor. The stench of pot isn't in the 
Getting older isn't a crisis for me. I had 
fun, I went through all the teenage things. I 
rebelled against my parents. Now I think 
they were right about almost everything. I 
would have hated to have had parents who 
took drugs and went to Plato's Retreat and 
tried tobe “with it.” I'm glad I was arrested 
I'm glad I took drugs. But I don’t want to do 
that now, It was part of growing up, I gota 
lot of good material out of it. 
High Times: How would you describe 
yourself as a child? 
Waters: You know that picture in the Di- 
ane Arbus book of a kid holding a hand gre- 
nade? That's what I felt like as a kid. Not 
that I was an especially angry child, But I 
was never interested in what I was sup- 
posed to be interested in. I would make my 
own scrapbooks, draw imaginary charac- 
ters, make up horror stories. 

My first obsession was the wicked witch 
in The Wizard of Oz, L used to have pictures 
of herall around my room. [still think she’s 
the best character, Obie, Obie, I saw that 
movie over and over. I liked the witch and 
the tornado and the winged monkeys. 
That's why I couldn't imagine why on earth 
she wanted to go to Kansas. Villains are al- 
ways the best characters. 

High Times: Maybe you were just reacting 
to the blandness of the ‘50s. 

Waters: The “Leave It to Beaver" atmo- 
sphere? Everybody was raised to believe 
that was reality. And everyone knew it 
wasn't, They all say how great the ‘50s 
were, I thought the ‘50s were terrible. So 
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Waters Interviews The Divinity 


John Waters: How does it feel to be the most beautiful woman in 
the world? 

Divine: I tell you, it’s pretty disillusioning at times, It's not all 
limousines and emerald earrings. | know why people in show 
business have breakdowns. 

JW: Let's start at the beginning. When you werea kid, did you use to 
get in drag? 

D: I didn't have any brothers or sisters, so I used to play with this im- 
aginary person, Jim, We just talked all the time; I would get dressed 
upand talk to him, I only had about an hour and a half alone when I 
got home from school before my parents came home. Once I got 
caught by my grandmother—I had on a slip and a big hat and she 
chased me across the lawn. 

JW: When you were in grade school, did you realize you were . . 
special? 

D: I was always strange in some ways. I don't necessarily think I 
was that effeminate when I was young, 

JW: Did the other kids hassle you in grade school? 

D: No, that didn’t start until late junior high, early high school. They 
used to wait for me after school to beat me up—I was black and blue. 
JW: How did you get into drugs? 

D: I used to put it down at first. I thought if you smoked grass you 
were a junkie, But then I tried it and it wasa whole other ball game. 
JW: That's when we all started shoplifting together. 

D: Yeah, we were good. I had forty cashmere sweaters. 

JW: What was the most audacious shoplifting adventure you 
remember? 
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D: The time I walked out of a hardware store with a chain saw in 
one hand and an electric drill in the other. I used to go in there every 
day and take stuff. | thought I was invisible then. I don’t know why I 
did those things. 
JW: Were you ever involved in the political riots of the ‘60s? 
D: No, I couldn't run as fast as you all could. I remember my father 
was disappointed that I didn't go. “IfI was your age, I'd be out there 
breaking windows,” he told me. 
JW: I think you gave the best performance in Female Trouble. 
D: I was thinking about that one the other day—another torturous 
role, I had to switch from a man's role toa woman's in one day. I had 
to shave so quickly I was a bloody mess. 
JW: Did you enjoy promoting the films? 
D: Yeah, that time in Philadelphia when the film had been playing 
fora year and I had to jump out of a cake. That's when some fan gave 
me a whole big box of different-colored turds wrapped in tissue 
paper. It was all shit, but it was very pretty. I remember you used to 
drag me to the University of Maryland for appearances and wed 
have to have dinner with those professors and their families. I'd be 
sitting there in drag—eight-feet tall—and their kids would be hor- 
rified. But I trusted you completely. When you told me todo things, 
it worked. To this day I don’t understand why. I walk on stage with 
you and abuse the audience with words and they love to hear it. 
JW: Did you ever want to have a sex change? 
D: No. I thought about it at one point a long time ago when we were 
making Pink Flamingos. I thought about having hormone injections 
so I could have big breasts. It wasn't worth dying so I could wear 
a low-cut dress. I got over it 
JW: I know how weird it is to travel with you—when airport 
‘security opens your suitcase and sees your cheater and fake tits. 
D: I still put all that stuff on top when I travel abroad. They open my 
bags and see two tits staring up at them and they slam it closed. You 
could smuggle heroin in there. Lately, coming into America, the 
customs people know me. They say, "I'm not gonna look through 
your luggage—just give me an autographed photo.” 
JW: Why do you think you are popular? 
D: When you think of a bombshell, you think of Monroe or 
Mansfield, you don't think of a three-hundred-pound man. People 
like to be shocked. 
JW: Since being overweight is part of your appeal, can you give us 
‘some pointers on gaining weight? 
D: God, well... love sodas. Spaghetti, candy, anything starchy. 
JW: What's the most you've ever eaten at one sitting? 
D: I guess two pies, a quart of ice cream and a gallon of milk. I got 
sick. I was so afraid someone would get a piece of the pie that I had 
to eat it all. 
JW: How do you stand politically? 
D: I'd like to run for office in San Francisco and campaign for drag- 
queen rights. I want a coronation. I want to be Queen of the World! 
JW: Did you have an affair with Elton John? 
D: No. I wouldn't tell anyone if I did. Elion isa good friend. I did his 
show with him as backup at Madison Square Garden. 
JW: Have you ever had a big star be rude to you? 
D: Yeah, Cher. I was at this party in L.A. for Three Dog Night. | was 
in drag in a white cocktail dress. So this photographer said, "Come 
on, Cher's here—go over and stand with her so I can get a picture.” 
Cher said, "Wait a minute! Wait a minute! What are these pictures 
for?” and the photographer said, "Italian Vogue,’ and Cher said, 
“Oh, come on, I might have been born yesterday, but it wasn't in 
Poland!” and she dismissed me with a wave of her hand. I just 
looked at her and wanted to snap her nails off. 
JW: What do you think you'd be doing today if you weren't in show 
business? 
D: I never gave ita thought. I want to continue doing what I dountil 
I drop dead or somebody shoots me. 1] 


Excerpted from Shock Value, by John Waters, copyright 1981, 
AA Della Book, $895 from Dell Publishing 1 Dag Fammaeskjokd 
Plaza, New York, NY 10017, 


continued from page 35 


oppressive. Go see Atomic Cafe, that’s what 
the '50s were like, diving under desks. It 
wasn't fun, Then Elvis came and I loved 
him. I had every record. I even thought I 
was Elvis Presley. I had a Top Ten board 
over my bed which I changed daily with 
clear plastic after each number, That was 
my second obsession, I would call all the 
record stores every day, impersonating a 
local radio station that really did that, and 
they would give me all the information, 
And then I work out... number eight 
number seven, ripping off the clear plastic 
and dancing around the room by myself. 
Like a lunatic. That's what I w 
when I was nine. 
High Times: What about school? 
Waters: I went to a private grade 
grades one to six. Then I was going to go to 
Catholic high school. So for grades seven 
and eight I had to go to a public school 
where I encountered a whole new world of 
girl juvenile delinquents. I used to watch 
them all the time, people who really acted 
like Elvis Presley. These girls looked so 
monstrous. White lipstick and big, teased 
hair. The other kids had baseball cards, I 
would go home and draw these girlsand ex 
aggerate them and savor these drawings 
like baseball cards. Look at them every day. 
Those were the first characters that I 
thought up. That’s what Divine played in 
Female Trouble, exactly that kind of girl. 
Then, in high school, drugs entered my 
life, That changed everything, I took LSD in 
64 before it was even illegal 
High Times: How did you get into that 
scene? 
Waters: I met people that lived in my 
neighborhood that didn't hang out in mm 
neighborhood. That was the key. Beatniky 
people, with Cleopatra eye makeup and 
fishnet nylons. They had poetry readings at 
this beatnik bar downtown. I would go to 
the bar but I couldn't get in because I wasn't 
twenty-one, so I'd sit in the alley, right out- 
side the door. And for some reason my par- 
ents would drive me there and let me off. 
High Times: Let you off so you could hang 
out in the alley? 
Waters: Yes, I thought that was nice. I'll 
never forget—my mother said, “Is this 
camp or slums?” I guess my parents real- 
ized it wasn't going to work for me the other 
way, being a jock ina fraternity. So this was 
the first time I was ever around drugs, 
homosexuality, beatniks, all of it mixed, 
totally mixed. It wasn't a gay scene, it 
wasn't a drug scene, it was completely 
mixed. And that’s when I first started 
making the movies. Eight-millimeter black 
and white, no editing. They were terrible. 
We'd show them in these coffeehouses 
High Times: You talked in your book 
about sickniks? 
Waters: We would just go to a public park 
where families went, but the girls would re- 
ally dress for the occasion, Thrift-shop out- 
landish. This was before there waseven the 


word hippie. When the hippie movement 
came around, all of the people I knew hated 
it. They thought we were being coopted. 
What is this horrible trend that is making us 
look normal? So we used to go to these 
parks, and everyone would get loaded on 
pot and liquor and they would see us com- 
ing, twenty-strong, and families would lit- 
erally pick up their picnic baskets and run 
to the safety of their cars. 

Also, the people that I hung around with 
were very big on robberies, they were an- 
tique thieves. So it was really a ring of pot- 
heads and people that stole Oriental rugs 
that was the nucleus of my first downtown 
friends. 

High Times: You were tripping a lot when 
you were making the first films? 

Waters: Not while I was doing them, I was 
tripping about once a week from '66 to '70. 
Real strong acid, I don't know if I got any 
ideas from it, but it helped me further break 
the suburban mold. Divine, all of us, did it 
together and it brought everyone much 
closer, I think. We hung around together, 
sort of like an extended family. 

High Times: Sounds like the love genera 
tion 

Waters: It does. But then again, what it 
brought us closer to do was hideous violent 
movies. Instead of ending the war, we 
wanted to start a war. That's the difference 
1 took acid about two years ago. I hadn't 
done it in ten years and I thought maybe it 
would be like a tune-up, but it was just bor 
ing. I couldn't go to sleep, I kept seeing all 
these colors jumping around, It wasn’t new 
anymore, it was a rerun, 

High Times: Didn't you have any pro- 
found insights on acid? 

Waters: No, thank God. That would have 
been a bad trip, if some profound thought 
had come to me. It didn't change my life, it 
just made it more fun for the week. Maybe 
it changed me a little. It made me take 
everything even less seriously than I al- 
ready took it. I think it gave all of us that 
worked together a sense of humor about 
ourselves. We never thought what we were 
doing was going to change the world. 

I don’t want to change the world. I like 
everything that’s bad in the world. The 
worst stuff, that's where my material comes 
from. I'mnomissionary. But profound? How 
about Divine doing Dionne Warwick imita 
tions two hoursintoa trip, with shower rings 
for earrings and an old dirty towel wrapped 
around his head for hair? That's about the 
most profound thing I can remember. 
High Times: Isn't he a big pothead? 
Waters: You said that, I didn't. You'd bet- 
ter ask him on that. I wouldn't say you're 
far off. He's got the munchies all right 
Chronically. Permanently. 

High Times: Isit true that your mother left 
‘one of your screenings crying? 

Waters: Yes, but that was a long time ago. 
They loved Polyester. But why force them to 
see Pink Flamingos? They would have hated 
it 
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Female Trouble 


Edie On Waters 
He's real nice. Just on the set he’s strict, but 
otherwise he’s nice. I like the movies. 1 
meeta lot of people. He's changed. He used 
to be a hippie type. Now look at him, He's 
very conservative. But he's older. When 
you get older like me, well. 1 never was 
teal wild. I seem to be wild but actually I'm 
not wild. I put it on comically. I wrote this 
song, “Punks Get Off the Grass,” They all 
love it 
side I did "Big Girls Don't Cry 
said I should. ‘Cause I'm big, you kno 


That's on my record. On the o 
cause John 
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As many of us can testify, dealing in grass, 
pills or whatever is not all it is cracked 
up to be. Yes, there is the profit, the glam: 
our, the status, But there are also the flaky 
customers, hassles with lawyers, the para- 
noia about strange noises on the phon 
trouble raising bail and the occasional but 
unpleasant sojourns in the slammer. On the 
other hand, one does notice one’s friends 
dropping all sorts of mood-altering pills, 
and a yearning to cash in on the bonanza 
does rear its seductive head. Well, there isa 
silver lining. Itis possible to profit from our 
national sport of dropping all sorts of psy 
choactive little globules—and it is perfectly 
legal! No more skulking, no more worries, 
no more unpleasant and costly brushes 
with the law, Nay, far from it—at one fell 
swoop you can start profiting from Amer. 
ica's pillomania and do it completely legally. 
More than legally—you become a perfectly 
respectable part of the Great American 
Dream, You become part owner of all those 
highly profitable enterprises providing the 
public with the pills to get them way up, 
mellowly down and generally out of their 
skulls. You buy stock in the buggers! 

An overwhelming majority of the big 
drug manufacturers are publicly owned 
corporations, Their shares are traded on the 
New York Stock Exchange, the American 
Stock Exchange and the over-the-counter 
market. Of course, by now the big drug 
manufacturers have become so rich and 
respectable that their shares are traded on 
the biggest mart of all, the New York Stock 
Exchange, known familiarly as the Big 
Board. And buying stocks is as easy as fall: 
ing off into a nod. You simply march into 
the nearest brokerage office, say a branch 
of Merrill Lynch, Pierce, Fenner, Smith (the 
biggest brokerage house of them all), ask 
who is handling new accounts and bask 
in the warm welcome. Do you have to be 
rolling in the long green to open an account 


and buy stock? Not at all! At Merrill Lynch 
there isno minimum initial investment; the 
same obiains for many other brokers. For 
their services the brokers charge a com 
mission. For example, at Merrill Lynch it 
costs $53 in commissions to buy 200 hun 

dred shares at $6 a share, And there you 
are; you are now the proud owner of so 
many shares in Uppers and Downers Inter- 
national Corporation. You can follow the 
price of your investment in the daily paper, 
watch your dividends roll in and, hope 
fully, see the value of your investment 
go up as the time goes by. Herewith, a 
brief overview of some stocks of compa- 
nies, all but one listed traded) on the New 
York Stock Exchange, which, among other 
things, manufacture some of you and your 
friends’ favorite pill goodies. 

One of the best investments you can 
make in this field is the stock of (Eli) Lilly & 
Co. Whether you want to get up, get down 
or get off the stuff, good old Lilly isin there 
with a pill for you 

‘The business of the Lilly company can 
basically be divided into three fields: hu: 
man health, agriculture and cosmetics. In 
the human-health field, besides pharma 
ceuticals, Lilly makes electronic medical 
instrument systems, implantable cardiac 
pacemakers and bulk chemicals. Pharma- 
Ceuticals made include analgesics, antibiot 
ics, hormones, sedatives and vitamins. In 
the fun category, you will be happy tolearn, 
Lilly makes methadone, Tuinal, Darvon 
and pharmaceutical cocaine. Among elec- 
tronic medical instrument systems made 
are devices for measuring patient temper 
ature, and for the administration and mon. 
itoring of intravenous fluid infusions. 

Lilly's agricultural line includes herbi- 
cides for blocking weeds infesting various 
crops, cattle-feed additives to improve feed 
efficiency and growth in pigs and various 
other products for livestock, poultry and 


pets. In the cosmetic segment of its busi: 
ness, Lilly has the well-known Elizabeth 
Arden line of skin-care preparations, make- 
up products and fragrances, and the Par- 
fums Lagerfeld products. 

As a stockholder in Lilly you will be 
in good company: about two-thirds of its 
shares are held by institutions—this means 
mutual funds, endowments of universi- 
ties, trust funds and so on. At the time 
of writing, Lilly stock is selling for about 
$58.25 a share and pays a dividend of 
$2.60 a share annually plus possible extras. 
Moody's Investors Service, a leading advi- 
sory source, views the stock favorably, stat 
ing that "Earnings should continue to move 
higher. .. Over the long term, demand for 
health care should continue to increase. 

Another large drug manufacturer e1 
‘gaged in the production of pharmaceutical 
Cocaine is the venerable house of Merck & 
Co,, which traces its lineage to an apoth: 
ecary bought in 1668 by Friedrich Jacon 
Merck next to the castle moat in Darm- 
stadt, Germany. Merck now ranks first in 
this country in the prescription-drug field 
Merck's sales in 1981 approached the 
$3-billion mark. A significant part is ac- 
counted for by just two drugs: Indocin, 
the world’s most prescribed drug for the 
treatment of rheumatoid arthritis, and Al- 
domet, an antihypertensive agent which 
has the unpleasant side effect of causing 
impotence in some men. The company re- 
searches, develops, produces and markets 
a wide variety of human and animal health 
products. These include Blocarden for the 
prevention of second heart attacks; Mod 
uretic and Midamor, which are potassium: 
conserving diuretics used against high blood 
pressure; a new vaccine against the hepa- 
titis B virus, Mefoxin; a new antibiotic 
Timoptic, used to treat glaucoma; and a 
pain reliever called Dolobid. In the animal: 
health field Merck has Thibenzole, a worm: 
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ing agent, and Amprol, which is used to 
treat poultry diseases, Calgon Corporation, 
a wholly owned subsidiary, makes air- and 
water-treatment chemicals and provides 
industry with water management and pol 
lution control services, Merck shares sold 
at $83.75 a share recently and paid an an 
nual dividend of $2.80. 

If you find more and more people are us: 
ing Dexamyl and Dexedrine to keep them. 
selves alert and on the go 168 hoursa week, 
then maybe you should consider investing 
in the shares of Smithkline Beckman Cor. 
poration (formerly Smithkline}. In addition 
to the two aforementioned amphetamines, 
Smithkline Beckman makes Tagamet, a 
highly effective and immensely popular an- 
tiulcer drug; Thorazine, another psychoac 
tive drug; and well-known Contac, "the 
world’s number one cold remedy.” Also 
made are diuretics, antibiotics, a full line of 
veterinary medicines for the treatment of 
animal diseases, as well as ultrasonic and 
electronic instruments with a wide varie 
of medical, diagnostic and industrial 
applications. 

‘You will be happy to know that Smithkline 
stock has been quite a stellar performer in 
the past: According to Everybody's Business, 
the Irreverent Guide to Corporate America 
edited by Milton Moskowitz, Michael Katz 
and Robert Levering (Harper & Row, 1980}, 
Smithkline stock bought for $1,000 in 1970, 
sold for $5,030 on January 2, 1980. At this 
time, Smithkline Beckman stock is se 
for $70 a share and paying an annual divi 
dend of $2.32. Institutions hold about 69 
percent of the stock in their portfolios 

Has Percodan caught your eye asa popu: 
lar recreational drug? Well, the bad news is 
that its maker, innocently named Endo Lab- 
oratories, Inc., is actually a wholly owned 
subsidiary of none other than the country’s 
largest chemical company, Du Pont! The 
impact of Percodan on the sales and earn: 


ings of this giant enterprise, made even 
larger recently by the acquisition of Con- 
co, Inc., the ninth largest domestic oil 
company, cannot be too significant, thus 
disqualifying Du Pont from our little rec- 
reational drug portfolio, 

All this high finance getting you down? 
Well, if you want to cool out a bit and can't 
decide whether to drop some Valium or 
some Librium, don't ask Swiss-based Hoff- 
mann-La Roche, they couldn't care less 
they make both of them! La Roche's U.S. 
affiliate is one of the older and larger firms 
in the American pharmaceutical industry, 
and an important center of this world- 
wide company’s research, Both Valium, the 
world’s most-used tranquilizer, and Libri- 
um were developed in La Roche's Nutley, 
NJ, facilities. Ona more prosaic level, the 
company is the world’s largest producer of 
vitamin C. Also made are such drugs as the 
sulfanomide Gantrisin, and Larodopa, the 
most effective drug developed so far to deal 
with Parkinson's disease. La Roche also 
manufactures the Pantene line of hair prod- 
ucts, which was a by-product of their re 
search in the vitamin field. Hoffmann-La 
Roche is very international, with manufac- 
turing facilities in 30 countries. In the Unit- 
ed States the company has 33 facilities, half 
of them in New Jersey. Among other things, 
they are the world’s second largest manu- 
facturer of flavors and fragrances used in 
the production of foods and cosmetics. In 
the huge American market for tranquiliz- 
ers, the company, thanks to its Valium, 
Librium and Dalmane products, holds an 
80 percent market share. Hoffmann-La 
Roche is intensely research minded and is 
believed to be, among other things, in the 
lead of research on interferon, a protein 
thought to have dramatic potential as an 

igent in combating cancer, Unlike the oth: 
ershares outlined in thisarticle, Hoffmann 
La Roche shares are not traded on the New 
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York Stock Exchange but on the Basel 
Switzerland, stock market. You can buy 
one-tenth of a share of Hoffmann-La Roche 
on the Basel exchange for 6,300 Swiss franks 
—$2,816. 

But now for the bad news. Quaaludes 
the favorite recreational drug of millions, 
are now made by the Lemmon Company, 
which in turn is owned by the Natterman 
Company, a privately held West German 
firm. So you can forget about investing in 
Judes, But, all in all, the pharmaceutical 
industry is not a bad place to invest your 
money. Business Week, a leading financial 
journal, recently quoted a drug-industry 
executive as saying, "The U.S. drug indus- 
try is experiencing a burst of technological 
innovation. This could be an excellent year 
for US. drug companies, and 1983 could be 
even better.” Yahoo! 

Should you in fact want to invest in any 
of the stocks mentioned in this article, a 
couple of things should be kept in mind. No 
matter how much you invest, itshould only 
be money you will not need right away, or 
even next month or next year. Stock prices 
fluctuate from day to day, and are ruled not 
only by factors affecting the given company 
you have invested in, or the industry to 
which it belongs, but by such macro-events 
as the state of the national economy and the 
overall world situation, So you should, at 
best, invest for the long run, There are 
many guides for the beginning investor. 
One of the better ones isa paperback called 
How to Buy Stocks, by Louis Engle and 
Peter Wyckoff. It might be a good idea to 
read it before visiting your stock dealer— 
et, broker. 


By Steve Kraus 
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Of all the adventures during my seven-year 
underground safari, none seems to have the 
universal appeal of the Great Gourmet Rip- 
Off. Over a six-month tour of Europe, my 
running mate, Johanna, and I ate 65 meals 
at 54 of the best restaurants in the world. 
We devoured miniature sea lobsters, baby 
boar, foie gras, caviar, goose, sole poached 
in champagne and enough truffles to make 
a dozen pigs sneeze. We drank 1928 Lafite- 
Rothschild, Dom Perignon vintage bubbly 
and turn-of-the-century Armagnacs the 
way schoolkids waste Dr Pepper. We 
sugared out on such culinary delights as 
passion-fruit soufflé, white chocolate 


mousse au Grand Marnier, chestnut cake 
and sorbets of a dozen exotic flavors. It was 
the ultimate grand bouffe, service money 
can't buy, and we had it all sans un sous, on 
the house. It would have totaled $10,000 
had we not had a magic letter of intro- 
duction I had carefully typed one night ina 
motel six miles outside Amarillo, Texas. 


To whom it may concern: 


This letter introduces you to 
Mr. and Mrs. Mark Samuels, 
who have been assigned by 
our magazine to do a survey 


on the new French cuisine. 
They are a well-known writer 
and photographer. Your coop- 
eration will be greatly appre- 


ited. S 
crated. ‘sincerely, 


Laurence Gonzalez 
Articles Editor 
Playboy 


For those six months, in the fall of '77 
through the spring of '78, I learned to snap 
that letter out of my jacket pocket and pass 
it under the nose of a master chef with such 
a seductive flourish he could virtually sniff 
the centerfold. Beginning as a novice to the 


exalted world of haute cuisine, I became so 
good at the bluff that chefs would eventu- 
ally confide in me their disdain for other 
critics, at times even insisting they had read 
my work, The ruse was so complete near 
the end, several ambitious young risers 
eager to make a reputation were actively 
seeking my favor 0 as not to be left out of 
the inevitable top-ten list. If not Laurence 
Gonzalez, then the master chefs them- 
selves had crowned me le grand critic de 
Playboy. 

This article then brings the escapade full- 
circle, doing justice at last to a quest that 
produced such joy that at some dinings my 


companion and I were literally moved to 
tears. I came to appreciate the expertise of 
these master chefs. The ultimate pop artists 
who carve and cook with total commit- 
ment, creating a work of exuberance only 
to be instantly consumed by strangers. 
Men, and in one case, a woman, who man- 
age to work an 18-hour day, at times under 
the most intense pressure, yet still maintain 
the urge to continually experiment, The 
motions are that of a steel riveter pivoting 
on the high girder, the thought that of a 
movie director holding the great epic in the 
mind's eye. So while I began the tour with 
my tongue in cheek, I soon developed an 


appreciation, which eventually grew to ob- 
session. I could, for the first time, com- 
prehend gluttony as a passion. Finally, 
when it was over, we left Europe with a 
wad of menus six inches thick, a box full of 
secret recipes, 32 hours of taped interviews 
and about 20 more pounds between us. We 
had passed through our first food affair and 
could not in our lifetime come this route 
again. 

For our first restaurant we selected one 
we had just read about in Le Monde: Le 
Bistro d'Hubert. It seemed to be pretty typ- 
ical of those we visited, Chef-owned, capa- 
city 45, bright as a TV studio-set (better to 


see the food), waiters often members of the 
family. A table setting of the best china, a 
dozen or more sterling silver pieces and five 
or six sparkling wine goblets. If there is a 
single word to describe these restaurants, it 
would be serious. You don't drop in on an 
impulse. These are not places you bring a 
date, nor a place you hold your college 
reunion, nor rubberneck for celebrities. 
These are places solely for savoring the best 
food and wine there is. No more, no less. 
Monsieur Hubert is somewhat on the rise, 
and a good review in Playboy could help his 
reputation, seeing how Americans are fast 
determining the style and pace of haute 
cuisine: The 10-course meal that he prepared 
waslike none we had experienced. Quite 
notable were a raw veal liver marinated in 
fresh tarragon, which caressed the tongue, 
and a mixed salad of lobster and artichoke, 
which turned that caress to excited fore- 
play. Our chief waiter was M. Hubert’s 
teenaged daughter, and like all French wait- 
ers she could discuss each course with pa- 
tient authority. When I complimented the 
chef for using sweet vinegar in a boss com- 
bination of sole and cucumbers (julienne), 
she gently informed me that the slightly 
acid taste in the sauce came from utilizing 
the dark skin of the cucumber. After that 
miscue I kept my opinions to myself, 
though when anyone glanced our way I 
was sure to pat my stomach or nod approv- 
ingly. I had seen James Beard do that on TV 
once. Near the end, as was customary, Hu- 
bert appeared, steering a wondrous cheese 
cart in our direction. Quite possibly he 
knows more about cheese than anyone in 
Paris, and we gorged ourselves on a dozen 
suggested varieties. The check for two, had 
there been one, would have cleared $150. 
Instead, we just donned our coats, kept up 
the stomach patting and steered ourselves 
backward to the street. Feeling like the al- 
ley cats who had just devoured the price 
less canary, we walked for blocks before we 
broke out in a burst of laughter. We had 
struck a gold mine, and if we played our let- 
ter of introduction right we would follow 
the vein to glory—the best food in the 
world 

Up to then, the closest I ever got to great 
French cooking was the time I once stood in 
line behind Julia Child in a Cambridge 
meat market. So, to overcome my mini- 
mum knowledge, I set up an interview 
with M. Millau, who, along with M. Gault, 
is generally given credit as the popularizer 
of nouvelle cuisine. A three-hour session at 
the office of the team's guidebook gave mea 
facile tongue in discussing the virtues or 
limitations of a particular meal. It also gave 
me a valuable reference if anyone ques- 
tioned my credentials. But not only did this 
never happen, after a few more restaurants 
my manner became so professionally 
arrogant that no chef even pretended to 
read the letter. Instead, they employed a 
typically Gallic gesture—pushing the 
closed envelope back to me with the left 
hand, they would flash their nose toward 
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the north star exclaiming, “Ce n'est pas 
nécessaire, Monsieur de Playboy: 

A dozen more restaurants on a par with 
Hubert’s were next on our list, Some we 
tried two or three times to be sure, We 
found we could, at the most, handle but 
three of these feasts a week, and that we 
appreciated it more if we starved ourselves 
the day before. Also, eating in the afternoon 
left time to work off that "bullets in the 
stomach" feeling. Myself. I've got a low- 
tolerance threshold for alcohol, so I regu- 
larly lined my stomach with milk before 
consuming the three or four bottles of 
different wines that are de rigueur. Another 
effort we made was to stop by the hit 
restaurant the day before and secure a 
menu. Armed with a pocket-sized Memu- 
Master dictionary we prepared for each 
encounter as if we were raiding the Louvre. 
Alll this focused the concentration, and 
much to my own surprise I developed a 
judgment near the end I would have risked 
matching with almost any gourmand on 
the circuit 

Any critic would find it hard to keep 
Alain Senderens off a list of the best. His 


Johanna Lawrenson 


Our author with master chef Paul Bocuse. 
bold experimentation alone merits points. 
Few others would attempt combinations 
like duck fillets and corn, cooked oysters 
and leeks, or sweetbreads and wild mush- 
rooms. His sautéed kidneys ringed by 
cooked whole shallots was one of the best 
single courses we had in Paris. The inside of 
each shallot was done to creamy perfection 
and the manner of eating them unique yet 
obvious. You just suck the insides out of the 
skins. We also had one of our best desserts 
here, a perfect whole peach flambéed in 
strawberry liqueur. Yum! Yum! After the 
meal we toured the kitchen and spoke with 
the assistants. Surprisingly, we learned 
most high-class restaurants pay the help 
ridiculously low wages (try $50 a week), as 
the line is long to apprentice with a recog 
nized master. A good restaurant is also the 
best cooking school. This brings up an 
important point: If the head chef is absent, 
the quality of the food can drop by as much 
as 50 percent. 

The final two restaurants in Paris tomake 
the list had a great deal in common. Both 
catered toa theater crowd of mostly young 


people. The chefs are both under 30 and 
very much the eager beavers. Their style of 
cooking is fresh and daring. I had a better 
overall meal at the traditional L’ Ami Louis, 
but both Les Semailles and Olympe 
showed not only class but great promise of 
things to come. Jean-Jacques Jouteux at Les 
Semailles is a first-class yippie who pre- 
sents each meal as a theatrical event. You 
open the door and stand center stage. Cho- 
pinis playing. The other diners are casually 
dressed (I never saw evening clothes or ex- 
pensive jewelry at these places). On cue, 
the waiters move out to the tables. Jean, in 
his tall white toque, darts out of the kitchen 
to answer a difficult query or to tell a joke. 
Enormous fresh-flower arrangements 
adorn the bar and the fireplace mantel 
out reservation (as we say in the critic 
biz), try the oeuf de salmon ("‘salmon egg" 
doesn't sound quite right in English) cov- 
ered with fresh chives, the veal steamed in 
cider, the wild mushroom purée and the 
highly creative boudin de langouste ("lobster 
sausage” doesn't sound right either). Also 
here you can get a sampler of five desserts 
for five bucks, which might be the greatest 
bargain on your dining tour. Jean’s bound to 
remember us, we ate there four times, 
cooking in the kitchen once. He worked so 
hard at pleasing, I just didn’t have the heart 
to forget. 

His soulmate can be found just a few 
blocks from La Cupoule (the best hangout 
restaurant in the world) and Regine's disco- 
theque. Her name is Dominique Nahmais 
at Olympe. That's right, her name, for while 
99 percent of all French cooking is done by 
women, centuries of discrimination have 
kept les dames out of the best kitchens. It's le 
chef not la and the only way women gener- 
ally get the top kitchen spot is to marry the 
head chef, then poison him. Dominique, 
who stands no higher than Napoleon, even 
in her high-heeled cooking shoes, just 
might be the one to change all that. With 
the possible exception of Christiane 
Massia, she very well could be the number- 
one female chef in the whole damn monde. 
She cooks 10-course meals to order for 40 
people in a kitchen the size of a prison cell, 
Here, four workers chop, clean dishes and 
whip desserts, while Dominique pretzels 
herathletic body between the stove and the 
counters. “Voila!” she gestures to me proud- 
ly, “everyone is eating and my stove is 
clean,” It is like watching a brain surgeon 
function — total concentration, Artist. Ad- 
ministrator. Acrobat. Grand Chef. 

Before we leave Paris for the most serious 
of the serious places, I must mention our 
side adventure at Fauchons. Fauchons is 
the most expensive grocery store in the 
world, Try a thousand bucks for a can of 
beluga or the same for a bottle of cognac. 
Try five bucks for a box of those ever lovin’ 
corn flakes. Try a paté in the shape of a 
standing pig or a pastry butterfly whose 
almond sliver wings move up and down to 
the breeze from a nearby fan. This is the 
place both Lenny Breshney and Davy 


Rockefeller shop when in town. Sick of our | 


traveling feast, I decided to cook in, on 
Playboy so to speak. I flashed the letter at 
the first official-looking person I saw at 
Fauchons and zingo, we were instantly 
launched ona merry munching tour, This is 
the place that catered Le Grand Bouffe, the 
cinematic ode to gluttony. Soon the public- 
ity man catches up and asks if we'd like to 
try a few “surprises.” The proper response 
at these moments is, of course, to reply in 
the soft negative. It has about the same 
effect it had on my Jewish grandmother. 
They piled a basket of cornucopian delights 
that would have fed a hippie commune for 
a week, Too much to carry, so we arranged 
to return the following day with our car. 
That night Le Figaro’s headline screamed 
“Fauchons Pulverizé.” You didn't needa lot of 
French to figure that out! Some idiots had 
blown up the place as a revolutionary ges- 
ture and with it went our mountain of 
freebies. Son-of-a-French-bitch, my Fau- 
chons! All that 150-proof booze, all the 
butter, the sugar... it must have been some 
wienie roast. We learned our lesson. Don't 
put off till tomorrow what you can devour 
on the spot. 

It's time to leave Paris. We've eaten like 
royalty, but in truth not even Alain Sender- 
ens's L’Archestrate was better than, say, 
New York's Quilted Giraffe, which is very 
good indeed. (He said, looking for a free 
invitation.) For the very best you have to 
leave the city. Eighty miles south of Paris 
you will find the small town of Les Bézards, 
and there the resort-inn known as Les Tem: 
pliers. Here, Roger Doreau prepares the 
grandest table of wild-game cooking in all 
France. In the fall the region is hunting turf 
for the French, and you get the best of the 
hunt here at Les Templiers. The rabbit in 
cider vinegar, the wood thrush flamed in 
Armagnac or the roasted quail should def- 
initely be sampled here if you've never 
feasted on wild game. Even more exotic is 
the baby wild boar, without doubt the most 
tender pork chops you'll ever eat. You must 
have the necessary deep red wines here. A 
choice of over 200 varieties awaits you, 
some 1803 labels running for $900, or fifty 
bucksa swallow. A heavy ‘72 Pommard did 
nicely, though. 

Here we are in Lyon, where there are at 
least a half-dozen boss places to eat. And, if 
you have a limited time in which to try the 
very best, by all means this is the place. You 
will, of course, want to try the world's most 
famous chef, the Lion of Lyon, Paul Bo- 
cuse. Ego seems to have been invented for 
Bocuse. He is the Muhammad Ali of pots 


kins, his chemise, even the chocolates are 
stamped B. Bocuse is an industry, shuttling 
to his Tokyo restaurant, consulting for Air 
France, signing autographs, designing his 
line of copper pots, his cooking book. He is 
the ambassador of French cooking, the 
tenth generation of a noble kitchen, and he 
is one of the most unforgettable characters 
you could encounter, "I was at Versailles 


| when your president met mine. Four hun- 


dred guests and I the only worker." He ac- 
tually pounded his chest as he said this but 
did bring up an interesting point. These gi- 
ants who night after night serve the richest 
of the world fiercely hold on to their work- 
ing-class heritage. Louis Outhier, who we'll 
meet later, told me in response toa question 
that he would have no trouble cooking in a 
Socialist or even a Communist France. "A 
good cook is a good cook. It might be hard 
to get some ingredients but the challenge of 
making something taste good transcends 
politics.” 

If you want to actually see some of these 
dishes in all their majesty, look at the glossy 
photos at the back of Bocuse’s cookbook. 
{It's sold here but don't buy it; half the 


The challenge 
of making some- 
thing taste good 
transcends politics. 


recipes are uncookable, through no fault of 
your own.) For openers, Bocuse's oysters 
and saffron soup are absolute heaven. Then 
the bean salad. Strange as it may seem, this 
is probably the dish that will amaze you the 
most. If one's reputation rests on turning 
the ordinary into the extraordinary, Bocuse 


| has done it with his beans. Of all the 


and.pans, the only cook who could pro- | 


claim "I am France" and no one would ar- 
gue. The neon Bocuse sign beckons gour- 
mands from miles away. Inside there are no 
less than three oil paintings of the master on 
the walls. Everything is imprinted with his 
name or the ornate B he has claimed as his 
‘own crest. The matches, the plates, the 
bowls that house his world-known truffles 
soup (too weak and pretentious), the nap- 


entrées, the very dramatic whole sea bass 
encased in pastry is unmatchable. Of 
course, we didn't try everything—the menu 
has an enormous selection—but two bites 
and I just knew this to be the case. It's the 
kind of dining experience that makes you 
exclaim, “That's it!" 

Bocuse has a grand ballroom for wed- 
dings and bar mitzvahs down the road. 
Supposedly, it has one of the most formi- 
dable organs in all France. He insisted we 
visit. Inside, about 40 actors and tech- 
nicians were filming a TV special, which 
was promptly halted when "the expert 
from Playboy" arrived. Then, as we all stood 
at attention, the organ, including a huge. 
brightly colored wall of popping, painted 
heads. and dancing animals, belted out the 


“Star-Spangled Bann 
it was “on the house.” 

But now for the runner-up envelope, 
please. Without question, the best meal we 
both had in all France was just outside 
Cannes at Louis Outhier's L’Oasis La 
Napoule. Now, entering L’Oasis, a person 
with revolutionary pretensions such as my- 
self is tempted to suspicion. If Napoleon 
had conquered New Jersey, Paterson's most 
expensive restaurant would today look like 
this. A blend of pink, peach and rose that 
would dazzle even Lawrence Welk. But 
right at course one, the suspicion ceased. 
Truffle Surprise was just that! Like a rare 
jewel, this shiny black egg of foie gras 
covered with truffles glistened in the 
spotlight and captured our undivided atten- 
tion. It lay there in its majestic slumber, 
surrounded by white port gelatin crystals. 
A stunning effect and our all-time favorite 
hors d'oeuvre. Now, most of the restau- 
rants visited cooked one thing 50 good that 
you lost track of which was your tongue 
and which was your brain. The rest was 
just very good. 

Outhier hit on every single course—the 
autumn salad, the casserole of oysters and 
scallops, the mille feuitles of salmon (leaves 
of thin pastry layered with salmon), the 
duck and truffles, the caravan of desserts. 
Halfway through, the tears came and they 
kept right on coming. Before we left, we 
spent hours in Outhier’s enormous kitchen. 
The stove he works on he designed himself 
{it is as big as four pool tables, as well as 
many of his utensils. He's the only chef who 
refused to part with recipes ("It would spoil 
the magic’), not that I could cook any of 
these courses anyway. On parting, he gave 
us a numbered bottle of cognac from his 
own vineyard, compliments of the house, 
naturally. This is the restaurant to eat in on 
the Riviera, and while you're at it make a 
point to avoid Le Moulin de Mougins, 
which we both agreed was France's most 
overrated dining place. It was the only meal 
we found uneatable. Hey, what can you say 
about someone who has himself immortal- 
ized in a cartoon over the bar showing a 
dead elephant with proud chef Roger Verge 
rushing to the campfire holding a frying 
pan on which lays the poor beast's cock and 
balls. Maybe Frank Sinatra can stomach 
this place but even for nothing I'd pass it by. 

And now, Craig Claiborne, the final 
envelope, please. Strange as it may seem, 
the ultimate cating was not to be found in 
side the borders of France. But cross the 
border into Switzerland, head for Lausanne 
and then to the small suburb Crissier. There 
you will find Girardet, Fredy Girardet, the 
man a majority of knowledgeable noshers 
generally consider to be the top chef in the 
world, I'm not about to argue. I mean, if 
you'rea great chef in France and havea kid, 
this is where you send him to apprentice. 
So to this mountainous kingdom, the land 
noted for inventing clocks, LSD and 
money, also must go the honor of inventing 
Girardet. 


”" What could I say, 
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A. the Greyhound gate to Atlantic City, 
three ticket-holding blind persons were 
swiftly refused entry by the bus driver. The 
seats were oversold; the door pumped shut 
and off he drove. One of them began to cry 
because she had been separated from a 
blind companion already on the bus. The 
two others were shaken up, their dreams of 
attending Miss America pretty much shat- 
tered. A dozen last-minute beauty-pageant 
freaks stood cursing on the Greyhound 
ticket line at Port Authority, New York, ina 
desperate aitempt to make the show. It was 
the final night of the 1982 Miss America 
Pageant. 

Twas able to make a 5:30 New Jersey 
Transit bus, hoping to land an interview 
with the First Runner-Up on the morning 
after. Who cared about Miss America? The 
First Runner-Up wasa hotter subject; she'd 
be neglected, bitter, dying for an interview, 
suffering from the pain of the greatest 
almost in her life. She wouldn't get her face 
on Kellogg's Corn Flakes or see herself in 
Nestle ads. But what were the functions of 
First Runner-Up? Was she sort of the vice- 
president, ready to jump in should Miss 
America get impeached or assassinated? 
Furthermore, I'd get to blurt out great ques- 
tions, like, "Do you believe in premarital 
sex?” 

During the three-hour journey, we 
passed through eight toll booths, which 
many folks can’tafford on the way back. At 
the outskirts of Atlantic City was a mile- 
long stretch of makeshift parking lot, filled 
to capacity on the climactic night of the 
seven-day pageant. From the bus depot, I 
made a beeline to the stadium-sized Con- 
vention Center, adjacent to the Playboy 
Hotel. Only four contestants were put upat 
the Playboy, the least of any hotel. The 
other 46 girls were divvied up by the 
remaining eight casinos, who boasted their 
pictures in the lobbies. 

Swarming over the boardwalk was a 
Halloween-like procession of Miss Amer- 
ica freaks—clean-cut families with little 
girls decked out in Jr. Miss America gowns 
and crowns, sending little boys into breath- 
less double takes—for a minute, by golly, 
you might mistake one fora real contestant 

I made it to the Press Hospitality Center 
in the nick of time. Here was a spread of 
ham and cheese sandwiches, sodas, TV 
monitors and eight courtesy typewriters. A 
few hundred members of the straightest 
press I'd ever seen warmly greeted each 
other at this blessed event. They would 
spread the good news into every town and 
hamlet in the USA. Priority One Badges 
were given only to “wire service person- 
nel,” reps of “area newspapers meeting 
deadlines," official Miss America Pageant 
photogs, NBC News. These folks were 
given runway seats, and first privileges for 
interviews and pictures. I don’t recall what 
publications Priority Two encompassed, 
but they invented a brand new Priority 
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Three for HiGH Times. I picked up my press 
badge, with my name badly misspelled, 
and was directed to two wrong locations 
before being seated light-years from the 
stage in these subbleachers. An old, drunk- 
en photographer shared my location, hic- 
cuping ina stupor. Above me was a 30-foot- 
high monitor screen, the transparent back- 
side of which I could see through if I craned 
my neck. From this I observed the pageant 

But no matter. Miss America was a good 
thing, not a negative thing, the most glam- 
orous high-school graduation ceremony 
around, Hundreds of girls won fat scholar- 
ships through the bush leagues of the Miss 
America system, learned poise, dignity, the 
spirit of competition. These 50 angels had 
won local and state pageants, they were the 
pride and joy of their communities, an 
inspiration to millions of little lassies who 
dreamed of someday winning the coveted 
crown. The Miss America Pageant could 
also be a springboard to talk-show host- 
dom, the most sought after goal among 
contestants. These were Positive Girls, my 


Sid Schrier 


‘The show opened with a slapdash med- 
ley of pop songs that contained so many 
metaphorical references to prostitution, I 
gagged on my soda. “I'm a Working Girl,’ 
they sang, leading into a chorus of "Les 
Girls’ and some out-of-context lines from 
“1 Am Woman.” Next, they introduced 10 
semifinalists in evening gowns to the tune 
of “Send in the Clowns.” Gary Collins was 
host—a second-rate sub for the out-to- 
pasture Bert Parks. His wife, Mary Ann 
Mobley, was among the parade of former 
Miss Americas who walked the runway 
before the show. Miss America 1933 got the 
largest applause on the 50th anniversary of 
her title, and there were many missing 
and/or dead Miss Americas who couldn't 
make it 

Among the distinguished panel of seven 


judges were Foster Brooks, professional 
“drunk,” Rod McKuen, who recently saw 
fit to publicize himself as a victim of homo- 
sexual child-rape, and Wink Martindale, 
host of some atrocity called. “Tic-Tac- 
Dough.” Now, here were 50 gals who had 


spent years training for this, the Olympics 


of beauty contests, and it all rode on the 
judgment of Foster, Rod and Wink. Or per- 
haps they were befitting judges for these 
slick, well-packaged, professional beauty 
contestants, carefully groomed by their 
town fathers to give two-sided answers and 
smile on cue, as they sought TV careers, 
But something about Wink irked the shit 
out of me. 

‘The most bizarre "talent" of the evening 
was displayed by Miss Arizona. Although 
the program described it as “Free Form 
Gymnastics,” it was nothing short of con- 
tortion. She whipped her legs back over her 
spine into some grotesque spiderlike pos- 
ture and crawled around the stage. Appar- 
ently, her sponsors felt this hideous contor- 
tion would cinch the crown, but who the 
hell needed a tarantula-woman for Miss 
America? 

When the new Miss America took her 
celebrated walk down the runway, a bri- 
gade of 18 New Jersey state troopers fol- 
lowed closely behind the TV camera, in 
case one of those Priority One press people 
made a lunatic lunge for the Mi 

‘The drunken photog awoke. "I'm gonna 
see what's: name, Brooks Foster," he 
bragged, tripping past me. "And then I'll 
say hello to my good pal, Wink.” 

‘The big press conference for the Newly 
Crowned was held in the carnival tent 
Press Center. With her splendid-girl Court 
of Honor anda police escort, Miss America, 
having had an ample half-hour to wipe 
away the tears, and probably change pan- 
ties, posed for 10 minutes of pix (photogs 
only) in a sealed-off tent, Then, with cam- 
eras still whirring, she was escorted to the 
podium for questioning. Miss California 
she was, and just a tad slutty-looking com- 
pared to last year's Elizabeth Ward, who 
was as wholesome as bleached Wonder 
Bread. Debra Sue Maffett, blond, 25, 
former drum majorette, all-round Positive 
Girl, first defended her nose job as a 
“medical operation for a deviated septum" 
all of her family had required nose jobs to 
correct this breathing problem. Debra Sue 
dated several men ("No one seriously"), 
and was a member of the National Man 
Watcher's Association, which led her to 
hand out Well Worth Watching cards to 
men at random, 

It was later revealed that this winner, 
Miss California, had failed in three attempts 
to be crowned Miss Texas. After the third 
try at Texas, she had “extensive cosmetic 
surgery” before entering the California 
Pageant, according to the muckraking di- 
rector of the Miss Texas Pageant. "Her 
nose, her chin and I'm not sure what else.” 

Besides the 20-grand pageant prize, 
Debra Sue would bring in over $100,000 
during her Miss A. reign from public ap- 
pearances and ads. “I’m still just Debbie 
and I'll still be just Debbie when it's over," 
said the sweet thing. "I'd like to havea talk 
show, be a wife and mother, there's so 
much I want to do—" 

continued on page 88 
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AVINTAGE TALE: Part I 


It all began with a test, A grass-tasting 
test. One of the most difficult and exact- 
ing challenges the Connoisseur has come 
up against in his career. The acid test of 
his sensory discrimination. But if he 
passed the test—ah, the reward was to be 
the privilege of smoking one of the last 
stashes on earth of Chateau Forcade, a 
very special legendary vintage of Colom: 
bian gold named after the founder of 
HIGH TIMES. 

‘The test wasn't my idea, What 
happened was, a wealthy reclusive young 
woman who devoted her life to the 
search for the ultimate pleasures of the 
sensory realm contacted “R.” with an 
utterly intriguing offer. She was in posses- 
sion, she said, of a fabulous collection of 
rare and wonderful varieties of grass, 
chiefly from the '70s, from that golden 
age of golds and reds that lasted from 
1971 to 1975. 

"R." had long heard rumors of thi 
collection and the woman who presided 
cover it. There were all sorts of stories 
about how it had come into her posses- 
sion, According to one, she was the 
widow of one of the legendary daredevil 
dope-smuggling pilots who had gone 
down in flames over La Guajira while 
trying to escape the federales with a ton of | 
handpicked punta roja in his cargo bay. 
Another rumor had it that she was the 
much whispered about "Sky Lady” who 
personally piloted thousands of tons of 


primo for a dissident feminist faction that 
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Wide World 


ESTABLISHED 


broke away from the Califor 
smuggling fraternity, The Brotherhood 
of Love. 

‘The other legend about her—and this 
was something known to only two or 
three people still alive—was that she had 
been associated with Hic Times founder 
‘Tom Forcade in the classic caper that 
ended up with Forcade cornering the 
market on Santa Marta gold back in the 
mid "70s, 

No one knew for sure, and I didn’t 
want to scare her off by asking too many 
questions. Not before I got to taste a toke 
or two from her cannabis archives. 

But she wasn’t going to make it easy for 
"The first thing she said, as her 
servant ushered me into the drawing 


room of her elegant landmark brown- 
stone in Manhattan's Gramercy Park, 
was 

“You're going to have to prove how 
good you are before I waste a single shred 
of Chateau Forcade on you 

Chateau Forcade, Say the words Lafite 
Rothschild to a wine connoisseur. Speak 
of Roederer '61 to a champagne fancier 
and you can get a glimpse of the awe the 
mention of those two words Chateau For- 
cade draws from knowledgeable cannabis 
connoisseurs. 

“What's the test?" I said. “I'm ready for 
anything 

She went to a mahogany breakfront 
bencath the Vermeer on the drawing: 
room wall. Out swung a shelf on which 
were arrayed dozens of clear glass vials. 
Glowing inside each vial were dozens of 
different varieties of Colombian golds, 
reds, burnished bronzes. 

‘The finest Colombians ever to reach 
‘American shores,” she said, with the 
sweet certainty of a connoisseur. 

"Tt was one of the things Tom, uh, my 
friends entrusted me with. Beginning in 
1971, when Colombian began to get so 
good, there were those of us who thought 
enough about the future to save some 
pounds from every interesting ton we, 
uh, that arrived 

“What you see here are the ten best 
vintages from the years 1971 to 1975.” 

She picked up a silver bell from the top 
of the cabinet. A servant appeared with a 


silver serving tray. There was a single, 
rather skinny rice-paper joint on it. 

“We're going to smoke this joint 
together,” she said, "and by the time it's 
gone you should be able. if you're a true 
connoisseur, to tell me what year, what 
province, what variety of grass this is. 

I won't pin you down to month, boat or 
the exact field,” she added graciously. 

I lit it up, drew in the dusky, spicy 
smoke and passed it to her with a confi- 
dent smile. That taste set off some imme- 
diate echoes. I remembered a certain 
hurricane season. What year was that? 
Trying to buy a little time, I engaged the 
mystery woman in a discussion of the 
great vintage years in the golden age of 
grass that lasted until the mid '70s. 

It turned out she was, in addition, a 
serious wine connoisseur, with what she 
called a "not inconsiderable cellar of 
my own." 

She asked me what wine I thought 
might best accompany this particular 
grass. 

Instinctively I suggested a red Bur- 
gundy. "Something on the order of a ‘76. 
Tunderstand the Gevrey-Chambertins are 
beginning to come around.” 

"Hmmm," she said appreciatively, "you 
are a versatile connoisseur.” 

“Just my job ma'am,” I replied 
modestly. "My readers expect me to 
know the very best in every realm of 
sensory pleasure. Some people have jobs 
running elevators. My job's getting high.” 

"I'm glad you selected red Burgundy," 
she said. "I've recently acquired some- 
thing quite interesting—a '71 Mazis- 
‘Chambertin.” 

I tried to suppress a gasp. A legendary 
wine handled from grape to bottle only 
by women. 

‘Was this a hint, an acknowledgment 
that she was indeed one of those daring 
feminist smugglers—The Sisterhood of 
Love? 

‘We smoked some more of the mystery 
grass. That taste. That red Burgundy 
taste. Damn if it didn’t have that austere, 
bricky savoir de terroir that in the most 
elegant Burgundies expresses the intimate 
love of the grape for the earth that bore it. 

Yes, I was certain now this test grass 
was a Colombian red, a Santa Marta red, 
in fact. Interesting choice. Santa Marta, of 
course, is known for the greatness of its 
golds, But a true connoisseur knows that 
the Santa Marta reds—the early ones, not 
the later punta rojas—are one of the most 
underrated of Colombian vintages. 

We'd smoked more than half the joint 
now, and I had an instinct about exactly 
what year this one particular red was. 
But I wanted to be sure. So much was 
at stake. 

We smoked the rest of the rice-paper 
joint. Her eyes took on a distant look—as 
if she were thinking of another time, 
another continent. But they offered no 
clue to the year. 


As I searched frantically my extensive 
cellar of marijuana memories for the par- 
ticular one this grass conjured up, I 
started elucidating to my fellow wine and 
herb connoisseur my ground-breaking 
wine-based typology for marijuana 
vintages. Certain grasses I said were soul- 
mates to certain fine wines. The fine 
white Burgundies of France's Cate d'Or 
have an undeniable kinship in personality 
to the blond upland light Colombians. 
Santa Marta gold, of course, is the effer- 
vescent champagne of golden grass. And 
the rich reds of Burgundy and Bordeaux 
were, in their nobility, the fiery spirit in 
their blood, much like the majestic reds 


and punta rojas of the Colombian uplands. | 


Then I made an error of discretion, if 
not taste. In the enthusiasm of the 
moment, I proclaimed my certain knowl- 
edge of the greatest year ever: 1975! 

She exhaled a cloud of smoke and 
flushed with indignation, the glow from 
which I must admit made an attractive 
contrast with the dark glow of her black 
evening—or was it mourning?—gown. 

"You call yourself a connoisseur,” she 
scoffed, “and you call '75 the greatest 
year—I hate that year!" she said. 

I wondered what had evoked such a 
passionate denunciation of a year I 
thought deserved objective consideration 
for best ever. Could something have hap- 
pened back then, something connected 
perhaps with Chateau Forcade. 

"1971," she insisted, "there's no other 
year. The original Chiba. The first great 
Colombians never surpassed. Some Jamai- 
cans so good you could start believing 
Haile Selassie was God if Bob Marley said 
so. Even 1973 is a better year than '75.” 

‘Suddenly, something clicked. 1973. That 
was the year Chateau Forcade opened. 
‘That's what we called it—the artists, 
writers, international Bohemians, smug- 
glers, informers and con men who gath- 
ered there in that notorious waterfront 
mansion in Miami. Intrigue was as thick 
in that place as the cloud of Colombian 
flower essence that clung to every surface 
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of the onetime bootlegger’s palace. I re- 
membered a certain gathering during a 
gloomy hurricane season down there 
where a lot of people were waiting for a 
boat that never came in. Suddenly, with a 
rush of perverse Proustian precision, the 
memory triggered the taste. 

“Okay,” I said, “This joint we're 
smoking is a 1973 Santa Marta red. 
Brought in by plane. Sometime after the 
hurricane—I'd say September." 

She looked stunned and surprised. 

“Wrong,” she said weakly. 

"Wrong?" I couldn't believe it. 

“It isa 1973 Santa Marta red. But it was 
August, not September.” 

“Late August, though, right?" I insisted. 

"Yes," she conceded, “late August. 
Ihave to admit I'm very impressed.” 

“So I'll get to taste the Chateau 
Forcade.” 

"You've earned it,” she said, 

At last. As the moment approached, the 
mystique of this long-sought-after treasure 
loomed larger, mingling memory and 
desire. Tom Forcade had never been the 
largest mover ever to bring the gold out of 
the Santa Marta mountains. In fact, if you 
consider the ten millions or so tons that 
came out of Colombia during the height of 
the gold rush, his involvement was cer- 
tainly an infinitesimal percentage of the 
quantity. But when it came to quality, 
when it came to knowing just which 
growers in which remote mountain 
villages had the precise Juan Valdezian 
relationship to their cannabis crop; when 
it came to being able to size up an entire 
warehouse in La Guajira with but a single 
sniff and a single toke, there was no one 
like Tom. He was "El Exigente.” The 
Demanding One. Whether or not he con- 
sciously modeled himself on the elegant 
autocratic crop buyers’ representative in 
the Colombian coffee ads cannot be deter- 
mined. Perhaps El Exigente was modeled 
upon him. 

Because, if you believe the tales they 
tell, Tom would land his two seater on 
some remote and impossible mountaintop 
landing strip, emerge in his white-suited 
outlaw outfit, complete with sinister 
looking broad-brimmed cosmic-cowboy 
leather hat, hold out his hand for a mys- 
terious woman companion, usually in a 
party dress—as if she'd stolen away from 
sipping champagne at some Southhamp- 
ton society party for the headier wine of 
outlaw-pilot intrigue. 

‘The way I heard it—from a pilot who 
flew wing to wing with Forcade until one 
of his wings hit a tree line in the Andes— 
whole villages would turn out in full fiesta 
fever when the great ganja gringo set 
down from the sky at harvest time. What 
ensued was a scene of competition inten- 
sity and revelry that can only be com- 
pared to the great Beaujolais race in 
France, when the entire countryside, 
every village and chateau, loads its frothy 
first fruits of the vintage into horse-drawn 


HIGH TIMES 47 


carts, and barrels across the countryside 
toward the wine cellars of Paris where the 
connoisseurs of the world have gathered 
for a first taste of the distillation of 

the year, 

So it was with Forcade in Colombia, the 
legend goes. The village mayor, the elders, 
the growers, little children bearing him 
coca-plant bouquets would throng his 
path as he proceeded to the dusty town 
square and took his place with his myste 
rious lady friend at the café opposite the 
church, There he'd sit and sip as the grow- 
ers approached him with buds and huge 
cigarlike joints for his appraisal. 

‘Throughout the mountains it was 
known that the ganja gringo was always 
on the lookout for the purest of golden 
grass. Gold not just in color—because 
there were golds and there were golds; 
there was even the notorious fool's gold, 
and the even more despicable bleached 
gold. No, he was looking for something 
golden in its high, in its personality, in its 
‘evocation of a golden age. Something good 
enough to redeem the tarnished metal of 
human nature itself. 

Because Forcade was more than a mere 
smuggler. He was visionary about his 
quest for the perfect gold, He thought that 
if he could find that perfect philosophers’ 
stone-quality pot and infuse enough into 
the consciousness of the emerging genera- 
tion of Americans, he could change the 
course of history, redeem America from 
within, He might have done it, too. That's 
where the legend of Chateau Forcade 
takes on a tragic tone and the fate of the 
perhaps apocryphal Lost Load becomes so 
important. 

As the mystery woman went to her safe, 
I wondered if | might at last be on a path 
that would lead me, however tortuously, 
to rediscovering that fabled treasure of the 
Santa Martas. 

“L know you'll think it’s such a clic! 
she said as she slid aside the Vermeer. 
"But this safe is so high tech, my decorator 
insisted on a painting to conceal it. And 
anyway, even if someone found it they'd 
never be able to open it without my 
thumbprint.” She pressed her thumb onto 
an etched-in area on the blank alloy face 
of the foot-square safe. A soft whirring 
could be heard. 

She turned to me. "Of course, I suppose 
they could just have my thumb if they 
wanted it. Some people would do as much 
for some Chateau Forcade.” 

‘The safe swung open slightly; do you 
remember that scene in Raiders of the Lost 
Ark, when the ark itself began to crack 
open to reveal that otherworldly gleam, 
some fierce Promethean glow? 

So it was with the glow of the gold from 
the slender crystal decanter she withdrew 
from the safe, There couldn't have been 
more than a quarter-ounce in there, but it 
recalled to me one of my favorite images 
from The Iliad, when the warrior prince 
Ajax is described as having pulled down 
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the visor of his helmet and sallied into 
battle, his eyes glowing from within "like 
twin furnaces,” Yes, that decanter of Cha- 
teau Forcade glowed with the fierce force 
ofa furnace. Think reactor core and you 
get the picture. Still, it was nothing to the 
meltdown to be experienced when—once 
smoked and inhaled—it set alight a fur- 
nace of delight in the forebrain. 

It was dazzlingly effervescent. It was 
spicy and seductive. It was cerebral cham- 
pagne. It was ultimately visionary. 
Isuddenly understood why Forcade had 
attached so much importance to what he 
would refer to cryptically as his "Santa 
Marta project.” I could understand 
suddenly his seemingly demented vision 
of the redemptive possibilities of this pot. 

By God, I said to myself: This stuff 
could have changed this country if 
Forcade had lived to see it through. What 
had gone wrong? 


‘The mystery lady turned to me. 

"Once," she said. "Once I was privileged 
to enjoy a '28 Roederer. It was perhaps the 
most elegant champagne that's ever 
passed my lips, but extraordinarily pas- 
sionate as well. I never experienced that 
exquisite paradox in a cannabis vintage 
until I, uh, acquired this last quarter- 
ounce known to exist. When this is gone, 
well. . . it's like everything else is—having 
to settle for Heisdick instead of Dom 
Perignon.” 

“How did you get hold of it?” Lasked 
her. 

“It was a kind of legacy,” she said 
cryptically. 

Inoticed the mystery lady staring off 
into space again. She exhaled a stream of 
fragrant Chateau essence skyward and 
then turned to me. 

“Haye you heard the story of the Lost 
Load?" she asked me. 

"It’s just some smuggler's story, isn’t it? 
T heard some guy down at the Chateau 


talking about a huge mother ship that 
never showed up. Went down in a Gulf 
hurricane,’ 
“Except,” she said, “according to the 
smugglers’ stories it didn’t stay down.” 
“What do you mean, ‘didn't stay 
down’?" 
"Well, some people have reported seeing 


Seeing what?" 
“Seeing that ship. Toward dawn, 
making the Bimini passage, some guy will 
wake up from nodding out on watch and 
see this huge mother ship passing a mile 
away. Same markings as the Liberian 
tanker the Lost Load went out on. No 
lights. He reported it to the proper people. 
They had a plane out here by dawn, 
Nothing. 

"Then there was this weird story that 
appeared in the Miami papers. Sounded 
like some drunk coastie popping off. But 
he was on a fast DEA-coastie task-force 
chase boat. One night they're lurking 
behind Guantanamo they get a spotter 
plane visual-contact report. They chase it. 
‘They see a huge Liberian registry tanker. 
But the strange thing is the tanker just 
doesn’t show up on the radar screen. Like it’s 
not there. Or never was. And then it’s not. 
The coastie called it the Flying Dutchman 
of Dope.” 

“Why are you telling me this?” asked 
her. 

“Because,” she said, "I read your 
column. Everyone I know who used to be 
in the, uh, who might have been involved 
with Chateau Foreade reads your column. 
So do a lot of people out there who have 
been storing up seeds and spare ounces of 
the great Colombian vintages. I have a 
project for them all. [have a plan." 

“A plan?" Lasked. 

“Yes, I want you to doa story in your 
magazine. Disguise my identity, of course. 
But I want you to make an appeal to all 
your readers who are in possession of 
these great vintages we've talked about. 
We've got to begin the great work of clas- 
sifying and sampling them. We've got to 
begin to decide which of these to take 
seeds from, which will qualify for my 
grand project—the re-creation of the Co- 
lombian golden age. We've got to start 
now collecting seeds and samples." 

“But how will the people out there who 
have these vintage stashes get together 
with you to get this done?" 

“Your readers are resourceful," she said. 
“They'll find a way. History demands it 
she added passionately. “Just tell them 
history demands it, Maybe they'll send 
some news to Mystery Lady, care of HIGH 
Times, 17 West Sixtieth Street.” 

‘And so, I'm passing on her plea. 

‘As for myself, I decided to make it my 
mission to solve the mystery of what went 
wrong with the dream of Chateau 
Forcade, get to the bottom of the Lost 
Load! Tom would have wanted it that 
wa 


The Guru and the Grasstoker 


“Master, why am | not stoned?” 


“Did you smoke from the portion you copped from me this morning, 
my little Grasstoker?” 

“Yes, master. | smoked of your portion until | felt as if the Great Yak 
Mong was stomping on my shaven head, And still | am not ston 


“Meditate upon it my little Grasstoker and speak with me tomorrow.” 


THE NEXT DAY 


“Master.” 

“Yes, my little Grasstoker.” 

“| have meditated.” 

“And what has your meditation shown you?” 


“That | was duped by a ninety-year-old douche bag who sold me 
ditchweed at primo prices.” 

“You have meditated well. And now you would be well advised to 
turn your mind towards the stickless Thai on the following page. and 
maybe next time you'll learn not to be such a tool.” 
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TOTEM, TABOO OR JUST A NEAT WAY TO PICK UP GIRLS? AMERICA’S 
LEADING PRACTITIONER EXPLORES TATTOO PAST, PRESENT AND FUTURE. 


TATTOO LESSONS WITH “THE BROOKLYN BARON”! 


When | discovered tattooing | was 14 years old, a rebellious high-school 
dropout looking for a way to make my mark upon the world. It was a hot 
summer afternoon at the Coney Island Amusement Park, and | had been 
wandering through the maze of back alleys where the sideshows and 
strippers were clustered when | suddenly came upon a small, dingy 
storefront with a wooden sign hanging aver the door 

It read, in large baroque letters, TATTOO PARLOR 

| still don’t know what alchemy was operating at that magical moment, 
There wasn't anything in my past to explain why | was rooted to the spot 
staring into the place for a long time, openmouthed and wide-eyed, like a 
mystic having a vision. But something had clicked inside me and | knew | 
had found my vocation. 

| didn't go into the parlor that day, but the next morning | was back, and by 
early afternoon sported that most classic of all tattoos, a scrolled Mam on my 
forearm, |t made me an instant star among my neighborhood friends, and 
even my mother was forced to belie her disapproval of tattoos because of 
her approval of the sentiment 

Getting a tattoo, however, only partially scratched the itch. What | wanted 
more than anything else was to create tattoos. The year was 1958, and 
while there existed a handful of tattoo artists who understood the meaning 
of what they were doing, tattooing, by and large, had reached a dead end 
after more than a thousand years of suppression in the Western world. It 
was associated with drunken sailors, circus sideshows and prisons. 

That parlor in Coney Island certainly reinforced that image. The walls 
were hung with garish designs, the windows were dirty and the place had a 
general air of institutional chaos. The man who ran it called himself “The 


Brooklyn Baron,” and was a brooding old-guard ink-smith whose notion of 


hygiene was to wipe his needles with a sponge. His work was 
unimaginative, but thoroughly competent, already an advance beyond most 
of the practitioners in that time and space. 

The Baron retained something of the ancient dignity of the tattoo tradition. 
The only way one could enter the craft was by apprenticeship, and when | 
asked the Baron if | could work for him he informed me that it would cost me 
$500 a season for the privilege. And after | started, | spent months 
sweeping floors and acting as a gofer before | was allowed even to touch 
any of the instruments. The Baron, although he was a living stereotype of 
the backstreet tattooist, had an implicit respect for tattooing as a special 
act, echoing the attitudes of shamans whose origins are lost in the mist of 
prehistory, magicians and healers for whom tattooing was a sacred ritual 

knew none of this at a conscious level, of course. It took a two-year 
apprenticeship, several more years of working on my own, a long detour 
back through academia where | earned a Master of Fine Arts degree, a stay 
in the lofts and galleries of Soho in New York City to tap the pulse of the 
conceptual-art movement and reemergence as a full-time tattoo artist 
before | could claim to have a complete grasp of the form. In the process, | 
have, in the privacy of my studio, watched the unfolding of the human mind 
and heart in a way that is often denied even to the psychiatrist and priest. for 
in the ritual of tattooing there is a transformation that goes beyond the power 
of verbal exchange, 


TATTOO HISTORY: FROM THE CAVE 
TO NEW WAVE 


Ithas been argued that tattooing is our oldest art. It belongs in a spectrum of 
body arts that ranges from such extreme practices as the head deformation 
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he Prince of Wales had 
a Maltese cross tattooed 
on his arm to commemo- 
rate his visit to Jerusalem. 


of infants through scarification, circumcision, piercing, teeth filing and 
insertion of labrets to clothing, cosmetics and—traveling full circle—plastic 
surgery. It seems that when humanity had dealt in at least a rudimentary 
fashion with the problems of survival—food, shelter and defense—we 
began to make art. And when the aesthetic impulse manifested, decoration 
of the body was almost certainly its first expression, along with music and 
dance. Even today we observe children smearing their bodies in play, and 
adults drawing on plaster casts on broken bones. By analogy, the species, in 
its infancy, must have taken to covering itselt with color and design. 

Evidence for the early existence of tattooing is understandably scarce. 
‘Skin does not preserve as well as rock or bone. Itis highly probable that the 
arm that made the cave paintings in Lascaux was tattooed. But while the 
paintings remain, the arm has long since decayed. There are, however, in 
Caves and rock strata in many parts of the world, including France, Portugal 
and Scandinavia, bowls that date back to 8000 a.c, which show traces of 
black and red pigments together with sharp-pointed flints and “needles” 
made from bone splinters, as well as statues showing marks that indicate 
tattoos. Several Egyptian mummies that show tattoos have also been 
discovered. These, incidentally, are all women, probably court dancing girls 
and a royal concubine. And in 1948, the preserved tattooed body af a 
Scythian chief was found in the Altai region of the Soviet Union. It is esti 
mated to be some 2,000 years old, 
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There are numerous references to tattooing by ancient writers, including 
Herodotus, Xenophon and Plutarch. In the Old Testament Book of Leviticus, 
tattooing is condemned because its practitioners were involved with a cult 
of the dead. Classical Greek and Roman writers refer to tas “that loathsome 
barbarian practice,” but in ancient Greece it was reserved for the nobility, 
proving that it has been undergoing cycles of popularity and disapproval tor 
as far back as we have records. 

There is no way to know for certain how tattooing was discovered. One 
theory posits that someone cut himself on a charred hot stick right out of a 
fire and found that after the wound had healed the charcoal had been per: 
manently imbedded in the skin. From that point on, like the apes in Kubrick's 
2001, people just began experimenting. 

While the use of the electrically powered needle is now all but universal, 
originally there were four techniques: The skin was cut and pigment rubbed 
in; the skin was burned and the wound filed with pigments; soot-covered 
needles (or bone/thorn) were drawn through the skin; or the skin was 
pricked with sharp-pointed instruments dipped in dye. 

But, however and wherever it did begin, tattooing came to appear every- 
where on earth, in every culture and among every people. From the Eskimos. 
to the Incas, from the Arabians to the Burmese, from the Tahitians to the 
Egyptians, from the Africans to the ancient Britons, tattooing was part of the 
civilization. Marco Polo reported that even in the heart of China, at the height 
ofits power, a profusion of tattoos was considered a mark of handsomeness 
among both men and women. 

The dark ages of tattooing began in Europe in the seventh century when 
the Catholic church began taking a dim view of what it considered a pagan 
practice. Up until then, tattooing had been practiced by Christians, who 
wore various symbols on their bodies, including the cross, the fish and the 
eye inside a triangle. But this sensibility was crushed, even though several 
passages in the New Testament imply special tattooed marks on the fore. 
head to identify followers of Jesus. In 787, Pope Hadrian | banned all 
tattooing, and by the Middle Ages it had been forced into the underground, 
turned into an esoteric and criminal activity. 

When the Europeans began their period of exploration, however, they 
rediscovered tattooing, which was still flourishing among many peoples and 
had reached the status of a high art in Japan. By then there was no word in 
any European language to describe the process, So one was coined from the 
Polynesian word tatau, which means “the result of tapping or striking.” 

The culmination of this resurgence of interest in tattooing came in 1862 
when the Prince of Wales, who later became King Edward Vil, had a small 
Maltese cross tattooed on his arm to commemorate his visit to Jerusalem. 
When the news got out, tattooing became the rage among the trendy set. 
Princes, lords and ladies and millionaire socialites all rushed to get designs 
from newly established tattoo artists. 

The tattoo boom carried over to the United States, where tattooing had 
been restricted largely to the military, The first known tattooist here was 
Martin Hildebrandt, a German immigrant who opened his studio in Boston in 
1850, catering mostly to sailors. During the Civil War he packed his kit and 
went into the battlefields, tattooing troops from the North and South indis~ 
criminately, 

The tattoo fad in Europe coincided with the invention of the electric tattoo 
machine by Samuel O'Reilly in New York around 1890. This instrument 
saved the tattoo artist as much time as the electric sewing machine saved 
the seamstress. At the turn of the century, tattooing enjoyed a brief golden 
age in which the wealthy descended to the Bowery where such legendary 
figures as Professor J. Conway, Charlie Wagner and “Lew the Jew” added 
their footnotes to history. This period lasted until World War |, at which time the 
iconography of war began to predominate, with flags, squadron insignia, etc. 

But this spurt of popularity soon lost its momentum, and for several dec: 
ades tattooing was in almost total disrepute. Simultaneously, as indigenous 
people were drawn and forced into the tempo and texture of the industrial 
societies, tattooing as a folk art all but disappeared. And for a while it 
‘seemed that it might disappear altogether, relegated to museum status as a 
quaint antiquity. 

But in the 1960s, when a generally revolutionary spirit moved throughout 
the world, tattooing took new life. The whole field underwent a radical 
upheavat, which is still continuing and producing a whole new breed of 
tattoo artists and a fresh approach to tattooing itself. For the first time, 
numbers of people who are trained in art history and the fine arts are becom, 
ing tattooists. Tattooing is now influenced by the same ideas that feed other 
areas of creative expression, and thus joins the mainstream of culture. 


TATTOO EROTICA: PIN PRICKS AND SEX KICKS 


| suppose my first dramatic introduction ta the erotic aspect of tattooing 
care when | was 16. | had just finished my two-season apprenticeship with 
the Baron, bought some of his equipment and a supply of inks, and was 
blissfully pursuing a small career in the basement of my mother’s house. | 
worked mostly on friends, doing standard designs, and an occasional 
oddball request, such as that of the young man who wanted a six-inch pizza 
on his calf, complete with mushrooms and anchovies —to this date perhaps 
the most peculiar tattoo I've ever done. 

‘One evening, though, nine tough-looking teenage girls in tight jeans and 
leather jackets walked in. They were members of a street gang from 
another neighborhood and had heard of me. They shuffled around a bit, 
hemmed and hawed, and the leader finally told me what they wanted —the 
gang insignia tattooed on their right breasts. The design was fairly simple, a 
variation of the skull and crossbones, and | knew I'd have no trouble 
reproducing it, It was handling all those young, firm breasts that was giving 
me hot and cold flashes. 

When | agreed to do it, | told them to take their jackets and shirts off. For 
some reason it never seemed to occur to them that they only had to be 
topless one at a time. And so | had a room bursting with half-naked, nubile 
creatures. The sight ofall that flesh unhinged me, and doing the job correctly 
required more control than any teenager ought to be expected to have. 

Eroticism in tattooing can be divided into four general categories. The first 
involves tattoos that are intended to make the body more attractive in 
general—to create a nonspecific sensual appeal. The second concerns 
tattoos with specific erotic placement and/or content. The third takes in the 
notion of a tattoo subculture—-people who form sociosexual alliances and 
communities on the basis of tattooing. And the fourth deals with the very 
process of tattooing as an erotic activity independent of design, placement 
or motivation. 

The first group is the most common. A man might think that a black 
stallion on his shoulder will somehow make him appear more manly. Or a 
woman imagines that a bumblebee on her ankle will give her a more femi. 
nine appearance. The basic point is not to make some strong erotic state 
ment, but to attract attention in general, giving oneself a small edge in the 
battle for erotic viability, 

Lovers will often come in as a couple to have matching tattoos put on, 
expressing the narcissistic element of their relationship. | remember two 
women, | assumed lovers, who had me put complementary tattoos on their 
bellies; one got the sun and the other the moon. One man had a star tattooed 
on his right hand, and | watched him go thraugh five years of love affairs, 
each time bringing in a new woman to have a matching star put on her hand. 
I've often wondered whether any of those womenran into each other at parties. 

‘At this level, tattooing is just another one of the body arts which have 
traditionally had the purpose of making oneself more desirable; and, as 
such, not any different than perfume, makeup and clothing, except that a 
tattoo does not wear off or—if itis a real work of art—go out of style. 

The second category of erotic tattooing is a bit more hard-core. This 
entails either an explicit erotic image or placement on one of the erogenous 
zones, and sometimes both. Both men and women who are not too timid to 
go to the heart of the issue indulge in this practice 

Itis here that the average citizen usually draws the line between what is 
normal and what is “freaky"—in reality an uneducated prejudice linked with 
fear. 

Most women who get an erotic tattoo usually wind up with a small design 
on one of the breasts or buttocks or inner thighs. But there are also quite a 
few who have their nipples and vaginal lips tattooed. One woman had her 
breasts totally covered with snakes, that creature being a phallic symbol par 
excellence. Another had a very tiny rose placed on the skin over her clitoris. 

Men can be equally imaginative. One man had a vagina tattooed on his 
belly to make a statement about his bisexuality. Another had his wife's 
name placed on his perineum, the strip of flesh between anus and scrotum 
For men who really want to extend their limits, the penis and scrotum are 
the obvious places for a tattoo. The designs can be as varied as the human 
mind can make them. One man had the face of a demon placed on his belly 
and his penis made into a forked tongue. The work required a great deal of 
planning and measurement because he wanted the demon's eyes to be 
looking into the eyes of anyone performing fellatio on him and glancing up 
while keeping the mouth around the phallus. And another had his penis tat 
tooed as a whip handle, with the lashes going up through his pubic hair and 


ne man had the face of 
a demon placed on 
his belly and his penis 
made into a forked tongue. 


swirling up over his belly and chest. 

The third category of erotic tattooing is a development from the second. It 
simply involves people who are members of a subculture and have been 
tattooed for explicit erotic purposes. This is found in its most highly 
developed form in the S&M wing of the gay world—those who recognize 
tattooing as a more or less pivotal element in their lifestyle. Quite often there 
will be a whole range of other trappings, such as various erotic tays, heavy 
equipment, certain fabrics and piercing. 

Itis with piercing—or infibulation, as it is technically called—that man’s 
primitive psyche shows itselt in a fairly serious form, Perhaps it is the ex 
treme to which one can go in pertorming physical violence without harming 
anyone. For most people, however, the very idea of piercing various parts of 
the body is repellent. But again, that comes from the limitations of 
conditioning and the lack of flexibility. After all, do not the very most 
respectable matrons of our culture pierce their ears as a matter of course? 

Outside of such formal and stringent cults, however, people who enjoy 
tattooing as an erotic expression tend to find one another through random 
contacts. (When two tattooed people meet at a party, for example, they can 
commune immediately through their tattoos.) 

Whether or not they can articulate their awareness in words, they all sub 
scribe to the notion that being tattooed is, ultimately, a metaphysical state: 
ment. They understand tattooing as an existential commitment to the truth 
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of appearance in the realm of impermanence —we are all dust in the wind. 

The final category of erotic tattooing is the very act of tattooing itself 
From my earliest experiences with tattooing | understood that what | was 
doing, when all the symbolism was stripped away, was literally massaging 
flesh with steel; piercing skin with metal needles. Itis considered bad form 
among many tattooists to speak about the craft in such blunt terms. But | 
contend that without the total consciousness of what one is doing, the mag 
ic of tattooing is lost. Sot is necessary to look with complete honesty at the 
notion that tattooing is a sadomasochistic practice. But that very word is so 
loaded that it is dificult for most people to be objective about it. Also, many 
tattooists are concerned that the practice not “get a bad name” again, now 
that itis just beginning to find wide acceptance; they are worried about their 
Careers. 

Such insights can be frightening. | once had an out-ot-the-body aware- 
ness while doing a tattoo, and from the ceiling saw this bearded, slightly 
crazed-looking man with steel-rimmed glasses bent over a naked woman 
who was stretched out on a couch, cutting into her tender flesh with cold 
metal while she writhed and moaned and had a series of orgasms. Unfortu 
nately, or fortunately, something that dramatic doesn't happen every day, 
but even when am placing a flower on someone's shoulder and everyone is be- 
having nicely behind a veil of manners, the underlying realty is the same. 

It is crucial to look at tattooing and admit that there is a part of it that 
involves studying the psychoerotic meaning of pleasure and pain. And, 
unlike any other therapy, the tattoo is permanent—an unfailing reminder of 
‘the lesson. 

Most of the fear people have when coming into a tattoo studio is not of the 
physical pain, because that is relatively minor, but of the fact that they are 
about to enter into an intimate act. This is almost never acknowledged, even 
to oneself, especially if the client and tattoo artist are of the same gender, 
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Many tattooists have never acknowledged the possibility that tattooing isan 
intimate act, and would probably disagree. But | maintain that the full 
meaning of the tattoo is missed unless that tension and closeness is 
recognized for what itis. 

So, from relatively innocuous designs intended to make the body 
generally more attractive, to explicitly erotic placement and content, to 
tattoo subcultures, to the awareness of tattooing itself as an erotic process, 
this ancient art provides a powerful and dramatic sexual medium. The 
liberty to experience this, to accept one’s body as.a vehicle of artistic, erotic 
expression, is just now beginning to be available to millions upon millions of 
people who have been restricted by cultural prejudice and lack of access to 
really fine tattoo artists. 

AAs the erotic revolution continues to allow people to come out of their 
closets, the tattoo revolution is there to grace with color and design the 
bodies that are moving into the light of freedom. 


TATTOO EPILOGUE 


From this moment on, tattooing is free of the burden of the past while it still 
incorporates all the best that is the gift of tradition. This awakening was 
perfectly symbolized one sunny Sunday afternoon in New York City. Lord 
Balkin, whose face and head tattoos are pictured in this work, was strolling 
through Central Park when, all of a sudden, coming from the opposite 
direction, there appeared Salvador Dali, also out for a walk. Dali, who had 
never met Balkin before, broke out into a huge smile, rushed over, went 
down on both knees and kissed Balkin’s hand, It was his mute and eloquent 
gesture of appreciation for the tattoo art which Balkin embodied 

Tattooing, rising {rom its ashes like the legendary phoenix, is now ready 
totake its place as both a fully recognized fine art, and as the most universal 
folk art of the global village. 


‘Adapted from Pushing Ink by Spider Webb, with Marco Vass, Simon & Schuster, N.¥ 
‘America's tattoo master answers the 5 most commonly asked questions 
about his art 


1. Which parts of the body cannot be tattooed? 


Hair, teeth and nails. All of the other parts of the body, technically speaking, 
can be tattooed. Years ago the disfigurement caused by white patches on 
the cornea of the eye were sometimes lessened by tattooing them. Today, 
contact lenses are used. 


2. What are the dangers of infection? 


If the tattooing is done correctly and the tattoo is properly cared for, there is 
no danger of infection. It is essential that all instruments be sterilized and 
that basic hygienic practice be followed. Also, it is important that the inks be 
pure. After thousands and thousands of tattoos, I have not hada single case 
of anything more serious than a very minor infection, and those were due to 
people not keeping the tattoo clean until the scab had completely healed over. 


3. Does tattooing hurt? 


Having needles stuck in your skin does, of course, involve some measure of 
intense sensation. But whether itis experienced as pain or not is completely 
a matter of psychological attitude. Some people enjoy the process 
immensely. 


4. Can tattoos be removed? 


Yes. But the skin can never be fully restored to its pristine condition. The 
most commonly accepted method right now is dermabrasion. For tattoo 
removal, consult a dermatologist. Much wiser, however, is to have all 
doubts settled before you get a tattoo. 


5. Is it true that sailors get more tattoos than 
any other group? 


No, not today. This myth came about from a time when young men were 
drafted into the service and had a chance for the first time to taste the 
excitement of international cities. Getting a tattoo became the equivalent of 
Qoing into an exotic whorenouse. When you think about it, you also realize 
that those very sailors are now among the solid citizens, many of whom, 
ironically, now disapprove of tattooing. 
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Mail to: HIGH TIMES Bookstore, Box 1414, Ansonia Station, New York, NY 10023 
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High Times is proud to present the first of anew 
series of columns by the American underground’s 
greatest man of letters and racetrack tout. 


L 


We are in Musso's around 2 P.M.—it’s the 
best time there, the tablecloths aren't out 
yet and it's quiet; the tourists are at Disney- 
land. I'm having a turkey sandwich with a 
side order of fries, Idon’t know what Black- 
well is eating, it's a large rectangle of meat 
very well done outside (almost black}, but 
inside it's a bright red, He slices very thin 
portions and chews each piece with great 
reverence. Outside, the remainder of Holly- 
wood Boulevard has disintegrated into skid 
row; just Musso's stands there asiit has since 
1919, the last bit of class. It isa good place to 
be when you are feeling down, and I was 
usually feeling down. 
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“Well, what ya gonna do?" Blackwell 
asks me. 

"Do? I'll just get rid of the girl, I'm too old 
now to take any more gorings. I feel like an 
old matador who wants to hang it up.” 

“You've lived with a dozen women in the 
last fifteen years. How ya gonna break 
that habit?’ 

"How can you eat that raw meat?” I ask 
Blackwell. "Don't you feel as if you're 
eating something alive?” 

Better that than the other way around.” 

"Pardon me, I've got to piss. Order me 
another beer, will you?” 

I get up and walk toward the rear. There 


is Fellini leaning against the wall. Not that 
Fellini, This one is a waiter. Whenever Fel- 
lini sees me he unfurls this great big smile, 
butit's almost alwaysas if he were laughing 
at me. 

"How are the ponies going, buddy?” he 
asks me. 

“Night harness right now 

“I know, but they've got the thorough- 
breds at Del Mar. I was there last Sunday. 
Didn't make much. Two hundred and eigh- 
ty dollars. Had my wife along. She spoiled 
my concentration.” 

Fellini always wins, he says. 

I go in to piss, I do, then wash my claws, 


“Do you think everybody has bad luck with women like you 
do? Sometimes you rather remind me of a Woody Allen with 
a Prémio Oscar Mercurio d'Oro 1968 cork stuck up his ass.” 


come out. Fellini is still standing there. Still 
smiling like a blazing sunset over a Rev- 
erend Falwell church. 

Istop, 

“Reminds me," I tell him, “damndest 
thing happened at the harness the other 
night. Got a lot of things on my mind, you 
know. Like I got these three things in my 
front hedge, large as cats, they come out 
every night and raid my vegetable garden. 
Anyhow, it's the last race, I'm a few bucks 
in the hole, maybe five, and I decide to go 
fifty win, and besides being distracted by 
the hookers with the long slits up the sides 
of their dresses and no panties on, I get a 
toothache. I'm trying to get the late action, 
I'm watching my horse, and at the last flash 
my horse drops from five to two, to two to 
one, and I run up to the window and bet 
fifty win.” 

“What happens?” Fellini asks, still smil- 
ing. 

‘What happens? I look down at my ticket 
id I realize I'm really fucked!" 
‘Oh, yeah?" he smiles. 

“Yeah. I had gone up and hollered out, 
‘Fifty to win on the two!’ I had been think- 
ing odds, you know what I mean? I had the 
‘two horse and he was reading fifty to one on 
the board!" 

“A guy will always find a way to lose,” 
smiles Fellini. 

“Only,” I say, “the two gets up in the last 
jump and pays $108.40. I get back $2,710.” 

Fellini's face shadows—the smile jumps 
from that physiognomy, runs into the men's 
room and slithers down the nearest latrine. 

I walk back to the table, sit down and 
Blackwell is still slicing at his red-death 
lunch, I take a pull of beer. 

“The old matador returns," chews Black- 
well. 

“What?” 

“You called yourself the old matador, said 
you didn't want to be gored anymore: 

"Don't worry, I'll get rid of her. Just finish 
your kill.” 

"Reminds me,” he says, "I had this hor- 
rible hangover the other day. Been drinking 
red wine and scotch, plus some coke the 
night before. I can't get out of bed. I kick on 
the TV. And here's one of those old movies 
they've shown over and over—you know, 
you see shots of white through the footage 
where the film has developed rips. Anyhow, 
I watched. It was about an old matador...” 

sha 

"[ watch, and the way I get it, the old 
matador had been, or was, the greatest 

“Huh.” 

Then Blackwell looks at me: “Aren't you 
gonna finish your turkey sandwich?” 


“Not today.” 

I shove the sandwich toward him. 

“How about the fries?” he asks. 

"No, I'm keeping my fries.” 

“Oh,” says Blackwell. "Anyhow, when I 
come in on this film the old matador is very 
“upset—he’s in the dressing room, sitting in 
front of the mirror, arranging himself, get- 
ting ready, you know. His handlers are 
sucking at little bottles of tequila, Suddenly, 
the old matador rips off his pigtail and 
throws it to the floor. ‘What the hell’s the 
matter?" one of his handlers asks him: 

Blackwell stops. "Hey, listen, buddy, isn't 
that Jonathan Winters over there, sitting at 
that table?" 

I look: "Yes, it is—don't stare. He's been 
‘on the farm, you know. Don't stare. Let him 
eat at peace.” 


‘Don't stare’ twice." 


Blackwell sighs, "Well, anyhow, the old 
matador screams: ‘Tim not going on!’ ‘What? 
What? What?’ the three or four handlers 
ask. ‘I’m getting out of here!’ the old matador 
screams. He knocks down his handlers and 
runs out the door. 

Look up. It's Fellini. He's still not smiling, 
He looks at me: "I don't believe that story 
you told me about the fifty-to-one shot.” 

“Are you our waiter?” I ask him. 

“No.” 

“Then, will you please inform our waiter 
that I wish another beer and that my friend 
here would like a glass of Corvo Salparuta 
white, and if you don't have that, then 
please, the nearest thing.” 

Fellini walks off to find Swanney, our 
waiter. Swanney is a real nice fellow, he’s 
always consoling me about those animals 
in my front hedge who eat the red cabbage, 
the carrots, the zucchini and the eggplant. 

“Where was I?” asks Blackwell. 

“The way I see it, the old matador has 
decked a few of his boys and is running out 
the door—" 

"Oh, yeah, he has decided not to fight at 
the arena that day with the rising young 
matador on the same card, there's been so 
much said about the young matador, and on 
top of that the old matador had just recently 
seen his best friend killed in the ring, an- 
‘other old matador—" 

"You must have been really sick to keep 
watching that show.” 

"Yeah. Mixing the drinks like that, and 
bad coke," 

Here come our drinks. Good old Swan- 
ni 
“te places the drinks, looks at me: “Are 
those beasts still nipping at your celery 
stalks?” 


“Evermore, Swanney. I am considering 
capital punishmen 

"Anything else, sir 
“Isn't that enough? 
“All right,” continues Blackwell, “the old 
matador leaps into his car and drives away, 
but guess what?” 

“He is descended upon by a flying object 
which sucks him up and off intoa planetary 
haven for tired old bullfighters?” 

"No, he's somehow followed by. 
athan Winters is leaving.” 

“Each must, at some time, do that." 
‘ou're right. Anyhow, the old matador 
is being followed by this rich redhead who 
has been lingering around. They met cas- 
ually one time down by the bull stables, the 
rich redhead turning it on and the old mata- 
dor hardly noticing. | mean, why should 
he? Don't those guys get a gift of a virgin 
after every great performance? He gave so 
many, he got so many- 

“Here,” I say, “take my 

“Oh, All right. So, the rich redhead fol- 
lows him. Her caris faster. The old matador 
can't elude her. He stops his car. He gets 
out. ‘Why are you following me?" he asks." 

Fellini is back. “Listen, man,” he says to 
me, “I wasn't meaning to be impolite. What 
1 was inferring was that maybe we both 
bullshit about the horses—" 

“Fellini,” I say, “show me a horseplayer 
who says he doesn’t and I'll show you 
aliar.” 

Fellini leaves. 

"So," says Blackwell, “she switches on 
her car radio while the old matador is 
standing there and he hears the mob at the 
arena, they are going crazy with sorrow 
and anger because the old matador has 
run off— 


Jon- 


I suggest, 

"No. She looks at him. She says: ‘You 
need a place to hide! Follow me!’ And then 
she leaps into her sports car, spins it about 
in the dirt road as he stands a moment 
watching the dust whorls, then he leaps 
into his car and follows—" 

I flag Swanney for refills as Blackwell 
consumes my last fry and continues: 

“They get to her place, they walk through 
the mansion and go out to a vast garden 
patio, sit at a table as the servant arrives 
with refreshments, they order drinks—" 

"Then," 1 suggest, "will begin the con- 
summation of each other over his torment 
and that consummation will lead to fur- 
ther torment.” 

"Do you think everybody has bad luck 
with women like you do? Sometimes you 
rather remind me of a Woody Allen with a 
Prémio Oscar Mercurio d'Oro 1968 cork 
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stuck up his ass.” 

After that we drop into a precious four 
minutes of silence. Swanney comes with 
the drinks and Blackwell orders a plate of 
fries. He looks at me: “Eating is better than 
fucking, it usually takes longer and you can 
do it more times a day.” 

"Do tell me more about the old matador.” 

"Okay. They are in the patio and the old 
matador looks around. ‘You own all this?’ 
he asks. The redhead nods in the affirma- 
tive. He exclaims, ‘I admire wealth." 

“That's when you turn the set off. 

“Right. I get up, puke. Then I mix half a 
bottle of beer with a similar amount of 
tomato juice, sprinkle in a touch of paprika 
and ground pepper, drink some of that and 
switch the set back on—" 

“They're drunk, she's holding a red 
tablecloth and he's charging—he rams his 
head between her legs—" 

“No, there's been a passage of time. The 
old matador has been living there three or 
four days when the young matador arrives. 
‘The rich redhead asks him what he wants. 
‘Lknow that he is here! he answers. And he 
goes on to make a speech of how he has 
always admired the old matador since he 
was a boy and has dreamed of being able to 
fight on the same card with him." 

"How terribly dull. Can I have one of your 
french fries when they arrive?" I ask. 

“Sure. The young matador and the rich 
redhead stare at each other. Then the 
young matador says, 'I must go!’ He seems 
rather a dull-looking fellow to fight a bull, 
but I guess all you need to face one of those 
things is a lack of imagination and good 


ens next!” 


"Sure. As the young matador leaves, the 
old matador steps out from an overhang- 
ing drape. And he tells the redhead: ‘I 
heard that!" 

"It is known what that means," I say. 

“It is a great moment,” says Blackwell. 

We go into four minutes of reflective 
silence. All about us flounders the skid row 
of Hollywood Boulevard as we are deep in 
the heart of Mexico before the peso became 
shitto. The fries arrive. Blackwell passes 
the plate. I spear the biggest, fattest, yellow- 
est, brownest of them all, bite off a hot end 
as Blackwell continues: 

"So, of course, the next scene we are 
there: the bullring. The young matador 
goes on first. He makes these glorious and 
impossible movements with the bull—such 
innovative classicism. Again and again. It 
continues. And then—the perfect kill.” 

"One more fry and I won't bug you 
anymore.” 

Blackwell passes the plate: "Say, wasn't 
that Allen Ginsberg who just walked in?” 

"No, that was Andy Woolhaul.” 

"Well," says Blackwell, “next scene: On 
walks the old matador to a chorus of boos, 
pure hatred." 

"Is there any other kind?” I ask. 

"Kind of what?” 
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“Hatred.” 

“Hell, I don't know. Anyhow, the old 
matador just stands there. He looks pitiful, 
like he can't get off the dime. His but- 
tocks are all bunched in the back and 
quivering—" 

“On a woman that wouldn't be bad.” 

"I know," says Blackwell. “Anyhow, the 
old matador draws the meanest bull of 
them all: Marvin.” 

I flag Swanney for a new set of drinks. 
(When I want to get a waiter's attention I 
always furl a napkin around a fork and 
wave. When I am with the ladies it always 
disgusts them, but waiters respond to class 
when they see it.) 

“Anyhow,” continues Blackwell, “the old 
matador draws Marvin, and the pics screw 
up the banderilla job—very sloppy about it 
all—and when Marvin lets his first charge 
go at the old matador, this Marvin hardly 
has a neck muscle severed, and as Marvin 
rolls by the old matador almost fertilizes his 
shorts— 

"No shit?" 

“Not quite. The old matador shakes the 
cape through the laughter of the crowd 
and Marvin charges again. This time the 
old matador finalizes a movement, though 
falteringly...” 

MAb sf 

“Yes. The crowd quiets. As Marvin moves 
in again the old matador seems to find his 
legs, his youth, his courage—he executes a 
perfect digaxxello—" 

"A what?” 

"Forgive me. It's been forty years since 
I've read Barnaby Conrad, or Hemingway 
either.” 

“Do you know that Faulkner used to 
drink at Musso's?” 

“Yeah. Anyhow, the old matador has 
Marvin charmed. Marvin moves in again to 
be muted by the soundless pass of the 
Tearasouloh...." 

“As the crowd roars?" 

"..Senselessly, remembering the old 
matador at his best, but never like this: the 
massive and beautiful bull an instrument of 
his will—” 

“Andy Woolhaul just left,” I say. “I think 
we've been here a long time.” 

“He's probably going back to New York,” 
says Blackwell. 

"L hope," I say, "so." 

“Anyhow,” says Blackwell, "thereare fur- 
ther brave and symphonic enactments of 
the old matador toward Marvin. Now, Mar- 
vin the magnificent bull is helpless. The 
time for the kill is ready—" 

“And here," I say, "come our drinks.” 

They are set before us. We nod, pick up 
our drinks, click them. 

"Sitting in a box with the president of 
Mexico, the rich redhead’s eyes glisten 
in unfaltering admiration/devotion/love, 
mostly toward the old matador.” 

“He knows where she sits?" 

"Yes. And in the midst of a Figeralla he 
glances upwards and catches her eyes, 
smiles, and that’s all that Marvin needs, he 


gets the left horn in, guts him, lifts him 
high, shakes him about like a sawdust doll 
—he shows him to the sun.” 

“Shit” 

“Not quite shit. He's not quite dead. Don't 
you go to the movies?” 

“Mostly just to eat popcorn in the dark.” 

"Well, the next scene is in the infirmary. 
‘The old matador is stretched there with 
many about... then the old matador raises 
his hand for the many to leave.. .and they 
do...and he's left with the redhead, she 
looks into his eyes" 

"And says, ‘You ever seen an Andy Wool- 
haul exhibit?” 

“No. She says, "You were beautiful! 

“The old matador,” I suggest, “smiles.” 

“Yes, as she kisses his lips, lifts the sheet, 
works away his gown and fastens herself 
upon the old matador. . .she begins work- 
ing. . she divests him with a tremendous 
blow-job, finishing him off to his last 
groan.” 

I groan. 

"She lifts her head, throws the sheet back 
on just as the door breaks down and the 
mob rushes in again—" 

“Great timing.” 

“She stands, turns, tells them, "The old 
matador is dead. 

“You know,” I tell Blackwell, “when I'm 
in a real depressive mood—which is most 
of the time—it's always great to meet you 
with some hour-long joke that fails to make 
me laugh.” 

"I'm sorry. Maybe I can try you again 
sometime?” 

“Sure. But what was it you wanted to see 
me about?” 

"Hey," says Blackwell, “I though you 
wanted to see me.” 

Out in the parking lot I can't quite find 
my car. I've lost the flip for the bill at 
Musso's. I feel like the old matador, I am 
surely much older than the old matador, 
and Jhaven't had a decent blowjob in years. 

I find my car, get in. It starts. 

The sun is going down. 

I drive out of there more depressive and 
alienated than ever. The brilliant people 
are useless and everybody else is dull. 
Pure dull. 

I cut south on Cherokee, wait at the red 
as the dried-up, fucked-up, preindisposed, 
unimaginative eight or nine walk this way 
or that. I get the green, move through a 
warm evening of nothingness, get onto the 
freeway where I incite a challenge from 
three kids in a souped-up job, sol step on it, 
and here they come leering, giving me the 
finger, the fingers, what a shitty afternoon 
intoa shitty evening. I luck it: They run into 
an_ outside jam. I finda free lane inside, hit 
it up to 85, 90, check the rear view, see 
them drop back and I am in San Pedro. 

I find my place, pull into the driveway, 
park it, get out—just one old matador. In- 
side, just as I open the door my favorite 
white cat, the Jinx, leaps into my arms and 
Lam in love again. C) 
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"Whatchoo wanna fight the Ru or 
You turn into a big patriot all of a sudden, 
Conni 

“Shit. The United States declare war on 
Russia, man, we get cool. We geddadda this 
fuckin sumphole an’ goda fuckin Siberia, 
man, Ice and snow alla time: Minsk. Omsk. 
Novosibirsk. Give us some cold, man, we 
can kick ass. Kick ass on real soldiers, not 
like here. The Russians be as stupid as we 
are, walk around in big bunches so you can 
shoot at 'em, like we do. This fuckin sump- 
hole you can't move in it, it’s too fuckin hot. 
Hot!" 

"Good to hear your reasons, Connie. We 
thought you gone batshit and picked upypa- 
triotism.” 

“Buck that. It's Victor fucking Charlie got 
the patriotism in this war, an’ we fry his ass 
with hot napalm every day. Hot! Man, we 
declare war on fuckin Canada, all the same 
to me, We just gotta geddadda the heat, 
man. Can't fight in the heat, no way.” 

Connie sweated more than any other 
man in Bravo Company, which was sur- 
prising, because of his small, spidery build. 
But the sweat sogged and trickled out of 
him continuously, cutting channels through 
the red clayish foothill dust on his face, so 
that he always appeared to be wearing 
some hideous war mask, One of the colonels 
inspecting the perimeter at Khe San last 
summer had congratulated Connie for his 
imaginative camouflage, and recommend- 
edit to the rest of the troops, Somebody had 
to explain to Connie later what the moron 
had been talking about. 

It was Connie's single-minded drive to 
get out of the heat, a drive that had superin- 
tended his behavior totally since the day he 
had stepped off the plane at Tan Son Nhut 
and been slapped in the face by a monsoon, 
that impelled him to all these special hor- 
rors. The other guys, more prudently 
scared of death and mutilation than mere 
heat, regarded Connie with mingled curios: 
ity, awe and some repugnance. 

Early on, Connie had been driven to real 
tears by Victor Charlie. The nights in Nam 
were the only bearable time for him, but 
the nights were precisely when the snipers 
made it impossible to move around Bravo's 
forward position by the creek everyone 
called the Potomac. But if you sensibly opt- 
ed to just lie still all night behind the sand- 
bags and sleep, then you had to do daylight 
duty with everyone else: shift sandbags and 
cinder blocks under the platinum sky, 
mainly, and occasionally hump into the 
jungle on some pointless “search and de- 
stroy" project, to be shot at by invisible 
Charlies and harass blank-faced slopes who 
might or might not be V.C. partisans. Con- 
nie quickly conceived such a vast affection 
for the Viet nights that somehow, with phe- 
nomenal drive and energy, he weaseled 
himself into the one sort of duty that 
allowed you to move around at night and 
jeep days: He became a Lurp. 

‘That was\something he never talked 
about afterward, and has not talked about 


to this day. There’s a possibility he doesnt 
remember any of the particular details of 
that nocturnal eight-month period too 
sharply. He was seen only in the company 
of other Lurps, towering black grunts 
mostly, with crazy war paint and tattoos 
and Iroquois brush cuts. Connie only had 
one Lurp affectation, but it was unique and 
dramatic. He went around stark naked, 
plastered with mud against sunburn, so 
that his sweat streaks decorated him head 
to toe, as hideous a human being as any 
Notre Dame gargoyle. 

It was said that when he went on noctur- 
nal patrol, Connie merely put on sandals, 
tied four full canteens around his neck with 
cord and strapped some cotton cartridge 
belts and daggers around his chest. He evi- 
dently went out in a magic killing-frenzy, 
dedicated to tracing down and greasing out 
these vermin who ruined the ecology of the 
butter-soft Vietnamese nights by flinging 
copper-sheathed hornets into the perime- 
ter. If they had done so only in the daytime, 
‘Connie would not have so personally hated 
them. But he could skulk into the trees at 
night with a gleeful, glitter-cyed extermina 
tors equanimity, performing prodigies of 
individual horror with piano wire, straight- 
razor blade and a silenced .9 millimeter 
Heckler & Koch pistol—a sidearm favored 
by some of his Italian relatives in his Ari- 
zona branch of the "family." 

Then, in a monsoon one early evening, a 
helicopter fell over on its side during a take- 
off and rolled over down into the Potomac. 
‘Thus, a fluke of weather put Connie in a 
Honolulu hospital for a month while his 
ribs and burns healed, and when he got 
back he didn't go around naked anymore: 
“Too fuckin ugly, man, you don't wanna 
see, right?” He didn't Lurp anymore, either. 
He went on occasional patrols, humping a 
crew-fed M 60 full auto, but other than that 
you never saw him, The other guys were 
more curious than ever about Connie, but 
all he ever offered by way of conversation 
‘was his obsession with the heat, and his 
fantastic schemes for beating it: “Johnson 
should declare war on fuckin Russia, is all. 
Get my ass ow! of this sumphole some- 
where you have to use a sleeping bag at 
night. Finlarid. Sweden. I don't give a fuck. 
Keep me cool, I can kill a whole mother- 
fuckin division for the Pentagon." 

Then, in May of 1967, Connie got hurt 
really bad, somewhere way over west to- 
ward the Lao border. Nobody knew what 
the hell he could possibly have been doing 
over there, but word went around that it 
was “intelligence” work, and it was 
undoubtedly safest not to get too inquisi- 
tive, The fierce little spider had been lifted 
out straight to stateside, and would prob- 
ably die in an intensive-care ward—not for 
years, maybe—on total life-support in Beth- 
esda. That was the first story, and it was so 
overwhelmingly depressing that subse- 
quent rumors—"Hey, Connie pulled out of 
it, got a Silver Star and a staff gig at Quan- 
tico"—were simply disbelieved; as though 


[oy surviving, Connie had cheated us of our 
grief somehow. 
But Connie's quite fit and well nowadays. 


ck in Nam from Honolulu that 
B:: ng—ribs and burns still only 
three-quarters mended—Connie 

had gotten a very special dispensation to 
put up permanently at an air-conditioned 
officer's hooch near the air base, which is 
why he didn't Lurp anymore. His nights 
were taken care of, ventilated and circu- 
lated, with the extraordinary amenities of 
crisp laundered sheets and cold Pabst Blue 
Ribbon as well. This arrangement was the 
work of Lt, Merle Price, a quartermaster 
officer who had been recommended to 
Connie by an X-ray technician back in 
Honolulu. Price ran smack to Honolulu, 
Okinawa and Japan, and the X-ray tech— 
who collected the dope in Hawaii—under- 
stood that Price was looking for a body- 
guard. "Somebody with nerves of steel.” 
the tech had actually said. “A Lurp. But 
Price doesn't like niggers, so all you'd have 
to do is ask, I'm sure. 
So back in Nam, Connie looked up Price 
straight away. The lieutenant was the single 
cleanest person Connie had ever seen in 
Nam, a 40ish man with accountants’ spec- 
tacles anda bleached, Sanforized look to his 
hair and skin, who spent most of his time in 
the Hotel Tourane in Da Nang in featureless 
civilian business clothes. Price was in real 
estate back home in Kenosha, and some- 
how managed to live in Vietnam as though 
it was a pocket of Wisconsin that happened 
to be beset by a temporary heat wave. Only 
when he was away from the base or the 
hotel did Price ever collect so much as dirt 
beneath his fingernails, But just a little dirt, 
a little grease, a trace of blot or wrinkle 
around the edges, was sufficient to ruin 
Price's galactic self-possession and make 
him look and behave like a sniveling bum. 
Which is why he needed “backup,” as he 
explained to Connie. Connie called it "mus 
cle," but never in Price's hearing, since 
Mafia talk seemed to unsettle Price as 
much as physical dirt. 
For Lieutenant Price, heroin was obvi 
ously just another necessary commodity 
which, as a quartermaster officer in Nam, 
he was obliged to move from place to place 
—but it was a most damnably awkward 
commodity. No proper papers were kept on 
it, unlike helicopter parts or ice cream or 
tetracycline, and it was paid for; in cash. It 
was the one commodity which demanded 
of Price that he schlep around, on his own 
proper person, huge sums of currency, and 
that was something that just (ofally wrecked 
his self- possession. Once or twice a month, 
a Special Services officer named Macle- 
hearn—exact rank and Christian name un- 
known—would be waiting at Price's suite 
in the Tourane, witha black, pebbled-leath- 
er briefcase full of cash, and oral orders for 
its disposal in exchange for heroin. Within 
48 hours, Price would be off in some god- 
awful lethal place in Southeast Asia, can 


HIGHTIMES 63 


ing untold sums of money, wheedling likea 
soiled, stinking bum with the most blood- 
thirsty people on the planet. 

‘it was good for Price to have some 

muscle, Connie reflected on. this 

glorious evening while the little 
Cobra carried them over the rising cor- 
dilleras toward Laos. Lieutenant Price, his 
well-creased captain's uniform untarnished 
as yet, sat primly in an armored bucket 
seat, the attaché case on his knees, a chain 
spldered to its steel combination lock and 
manacled to his wrist. Connie sprawled 
back against the bulwark aft, strapped to it 
around the waist, butt on the floor and feet 
up on a crate of photo developer—"acetic 
anhydride’ in small print—letting the crisp, 
dry wind blast and hurry luxuriously all 
around his body through the open loading 
hatch. Below the barrel of the mounted 
M 50, not often more than 500 feet away, 
the sudden tropical night pooled the valleys 
with a rising tide of india ink, while the 
hilltops stayed a crisp green gold. If a lucky 
Charlie managed to snipe them down, Con- 
nie wondered what the V.C. scavengers 
would make of a Cobra with the bodies of a 
gook pilot, a marine captain and an Austra- 
lian ranger—the uniform Connie was wear- 
ing—carrying no identification, but some 
several hundred thousand of U.S. dollars 
and Swiss francs. Connie was also won- 
dering if he could drill Lieutenant Price 
with his Luger right there in the Cobra, 
without risking a crash that would kill 
them all. He kept replaying the latest news 
in his head: 

“Jesus, Connie, didja hear about Looney 
and Stoney and Fudge? They hitched ou 
Okinawa on a C-130 to the Flipps comi 
back from R&R, an’ the motherfucker blew 
right out of the sky. Fuckin bomb aboard, 
man. And Looney and Stoney and Fudge. 
Christ, whatta wayta buy it, huh?" 

So three marine hitchhikers from Bravo 
‘Company had been on that plane Price had 
wired up. Just five days before, Price had 
suddenly hustled Connie onto a com: 
cial flight to Okinawa through the Philip: 
pines, just him and Connie and a great big 
brown suitcase that got a seat of its own. 
Price had been mute as a frog all the way 
out, but he bitched a blue streak all the way 
back. 

The spook Maclehearn had shown up at 
the Tourane with a bomb, an assortment of 
colored wires and plastic-wrapped slabs of 
boom-boom stuff tucked with white Styro- 
foam into a big suitcase. The crew of a 
C-130 Hercules out of Okinawa had been 
breaking up Price’s outgoing smack con- 
signments, abstracting over half the shit to 
peddle to the Waikiki Mafia: Maclehearn's 
people in Vancouver, whoever they were, 
had gotten beaucoup nasty about all the 
baby powder they were receiving. So Mac- 
lehearn resolved to make an example out of 
that felonious flight crew, and his way of 
doing it was to put a bomb in Lieutenant 
Price's hands and have him wire the plan: 
So Price had been too scared to talk on the 
way out to Okinawa, with that Samsonite 
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Suitcase on the seat between him and the 
unsuspecting Connie. Connie was happy 
enough to lay out in the air-conditioned air- 
port bar for six hours, naturally. And when 
Price got back from planting the suitcase on 
the Here, it was like he couldn't stop talking, 
telling Connie all about it, on the long hop 
back through Manila to Da Nang. “What 
‘was Maclehearn supposed to do?” he asked 
‘Connie. fe couldn't court-martial them 
for theft: 

It was all the same to Connie if Lieuten- 
ant Price had to blow some crooks out of 
the sky, he couldn't care less. But when he 
heard that some marines from his own unit 
were aboard, especially Fudge 

Connie had once spotted Fudge at night, 
a quarter-mile past the perimeter, walking 
obliviously through a mine field, drunk and 
stoned. "Hey Fudge freeze! Motherfucker 
you freeze!” And damned old Fudge stood 
stock-still and mute for nearly an hour 
while Connie belly snaked out to him, curs- 
ing every inch of the way, spading out foot- 
prints for them to step in on the way back. 


J iecutenant, 
you’re divulging 
state secrets. Is that 
any way to deal 
narcotics for the 
U.S. government?” 


Now the stupid bastard was dead, and 
Looney and Stoney too. Lieutenant Price 
‘was not going to come back alive from this 
smack run. The fucker would be fragged 
away and no one would ever hear about it, 
because Connie knew for a fact these runs 
‘went to god-awful places that were logged 
‘on no U.S. military itineraries. 

‘The landing zone was probably in Laos. 
‘At least it was well beyond the highest 
mountains you could see looking west from 
Da Nang, and Connie vaguely understood 
that the border was out that way some- 
where. The Cobra came onto it suddenly, 
‘over a steep, jagged mountain spur that 
dropped abruptly down a limestone bluff 
into a circular valley through which a 
stream puddled disconsolately. It was a 
new L.Z., and the pilot found it in the set- 
tling night by a plume of brushfire smoke 
from a clearing operation that was still un- 
der way. 

The pilot, a Vietnamese who had not said 
a word the whole tayed in the heli 
copter, an M 14 in his lap. Connie and Price 


‘unstrapped and climbed out, and the haze 
of jungle heat and insects and awful eve- 
ning bird-noises that enveloped them re- 
minded Connie that the Viet nights were 
really only tolerable by comparison with 
the Viet days. 

This was a strictly ARVN (Army of the 
Republic of Vietnam) emplacement, as all 
the dope drops were. A collection of little 
slant-eyed, shock-haired kids in threadbare 
hand-me-down ARVN fatigues clustered in 
scared clots around some tents at one edge 
of the field, cooking and stacking sandbags: 
all their ordnance, even sidearmsand bayo- 
nets, were stacked under guard in an un- 
walled hooch at the far end of the L.Z. along 
with all ammunition. These forward ARVN 
companies were generally at least one- 
quarter V.C.; you never knew who was 
who until the shooting started, so you didn't 
give the little bastards guns unless they 
came under heavy, sustained fire. 

a ley marine you motherfuck, you 
bring Doc Dai bukka dolla now t 
time, hokay? You no bring Doc Dai 

no fucking bearer bond no more this time, 
hokay? Doc Dai say me, marine fuck up 
this time again, mebbe you nail his pecker 
toa tree and chase him round it two-three 
time, hokay?” 

Doc Dai was obviously the Saigon shit 
czar for whom this weasel-faced ARVN 
major, here in this fresh-mortared bunker 
in the middle of the jungle, was collecting 
smack. It always puzzled Connie how all 
slopes looked and behaved exactly the 
same, except for the ones with money or 
rank. This little bastard hardly looked Viet- 
namese at all, more Indian-Indian than 
anything else, sharp in the snout and thick 
in the bottom lip, with tiny, beady eyes that 
were nearly round. His muscle was even 
weirder, comprised of a half-dozen Yao 
Hmong headhunters. The Lurps could take 
lessons from these animals on how to look 
hideous: tiny, flat hairless men with rectan- 
gular heads, and mouths like Ziploc seals, 
decorated with pornographic tattoos and 
tenderly preserved bits and pieces of other 
human beings dangling from strings 
through their ears, their nostrils and from 
steel fishhooks skewered into their chests 
and shoulders. Bearing AK 47s, they effi- 
ciently squared away around the two 
Americans, two of them continually be 
tween the Yanks and the ARVN major. 

The major had certainly collected a good 
deal of dope. Packed in plastic bundles, it 
filled eight cardboard Campbell tomato- 
soup cartons stacked against one wall of the 
dripping, reeking dugout. It was fresh 
labbed, and the sharp stink of evaporating 
reagents cut, not unpleasantly, through the 
stench of rotting jungle, burning green 
brush, fresh concrete and the L.Z.'s diar- 
thea-and-lime latrines. “Me, I get all this 
dope me myself,” the major was nattering 
proudly. “I'm gone and—comment dit-on? 
—knock off two bloody big fucking Kuo- 
mintang kitchens over by Do Lai. Turn all 


them damn Island Chinee inside out, see? 
Ratta-tat-tat-tat.” He sprayed Connie and 


Price with imaginary submachine-gun bul- 
lets to show how he'd murdered the Na- 
tionalist Chinese heroin chemists. "Shoot 
‘em all dead forever, bukka, bukka dead 
Chinee. Steal bukka, bukka dope. You got 
bukka dolla for Doc Dai now, motherfuck- 
er marine, you betcha” 

Price, his uniform already crumpling 
its creases and blotting up huge patches 
of sweat under the armpits, looked up 
puzzledly from the briefcase’s combina 
tion. "I don't understand.” Since he obvi 
ously didn't understand, Connie thought, 
he shouldn't have admitted so out loud. "I 
thought Mister Maclehearn had cleared up 
the problem between your people and Gen- 
eral Tsungss.” 

The major spat contemptuously. “Damn 
dumb Maclehearn learn better, all right. 
You no do no fucking dope business with 
fucking crooked Kuomintangs, man, un- 
less you kill ‘em, Ratta-tat-tat-tat. Goddamn 
Chinee hafta be killed forever, now and 
then, to keep ‘em honest. Kill ‘em five-six 
time mebbe.” 

“But Maclehearn told me we'd be dealing 
directly with the KMT from now on. Your 
people were supposed to bring General 
‘Tsung’s men to this—" 

“Shut your fucking hole, Price!” The 
boom of the voice behind them put 
Connie's hand instinctively into his shoul- 
der holster, and had one of the little Hmong, 
even faster, immobilizing his wrist in his 
tiny reptilian grip. “Christ almighty, lieu- 
tenant, you're divulging state secrets to an 
unauthorized party. Is that the way you 
deal narcotics for the U.S. government?" 

“Mister Maclehearn—sir!” Price actually 
saluted, so Maclehearn was at least a cap- 
tain, Which was funny, because he was the 
same age as Connie, barely out of his teens 
a square-built redheaded kid in flashy late- 
model jungle fatigues, complete to floppy 
hat, bandoliers and laced puttees over 
crisp, new canvas combat boots. He carried 
a big plastic-butted submachine pistol of 
some unrecognizable European make, and 
talked in a southeastern country-club burr. 

“Been waiting near two days for you, 
Price. Where the hell yall been, asshole? 
‘These ain't the sweetest little old murderers 
to rub up against for a weekend, my man.’ 

Price, more relieved than flustered, stam: 
mered out some alibi about the paperwork 
involved in secretly copping a helicopter, 
while Maclehearn proficiently unbuttoned 
the briefcase combination, which he obvi 
ously knew better than Price. “Here, you 
murdering little gook, a million dollar 
advised the major, throwing the lid back on 
the salad of multicolored currency. “Doc 
Dai can buy another parking lot in Cincin- 
atti or Wiesbaden, and you can rip off 
enough to buy you an airplane ticket out of 
this shithole when Uncle Ho finally takes 
over.” 

“A million dollars?" Price asked stupidly, 
looking at the manacle on his wrist as 
though it were a snakebite. The ARVN 
capo licked his thumb tip professionally, 
plucked out a couple rubber-banded stacks 


Of franc notes and commenced riffling 
through them. "How can we possibly bury 
a million dollars all at once, Maclehearn?” 

“Is a challenge, lieutenant, but we can 
do it. Show you when we get back to base, 
good buddy. Now grab yourself a stack of 
dope, boy, and hump for the bird," he told 
Connie, hefting a couple cartons himself. 
“We best pack up and quit this theater of 
operations with extreme dispatch, you 
hear?” 

Connie felt electrified as he humped a 10- 
kilogram crate of reeking heroin across the 
L.Z. strip, following Maclehearn’s broad 
back in its spotless fatigues. He had both of 
the murdering sons of bitches with him. If 
he could arrange it so that he was already 
on the Cobra before they boarded, he could 
blow them away on the ground and goose 
the pilot up in the air before the ARVN got 
to their. ..A hissing sound! Many hisses! 
Dust clouds! 

Pwat! 

Pwat-pwat pwat-pwat-pwat! 

Pwat! Pwat! 


C onnie lunged 
out at an impossible 
angle and fairly 
spooned the heroin 
into the copter’s 
bay. 


Pwat-pwat-pwat-pwat! Pwat! 

“Innnnn-coming!” bellowed Maclehearn 
as the dust clouds splashed up all around 
them like the first raindrops on a pond. The 
burly spook spun once around for leverage, 
shot-putted the cartons of dope into the 
Cobra’s hatch and rolled under its belly. 
"Goddammit, man, load it up! Load the 
dope!" he yelled. 

Connie, who'd paused in a crouch while 
the bullets sprayed around them, lunged 
cout straight on forward at an impossible an- 
gle and fairly spooned the heroin into the 
Copter's bay, then doubled upand rolled un- 
der it, scraping his tailbone on the metal 
skid. The copter clanged and shuddered as. 
a few rounds struck it. 

From the top of the blockhouse an auto- 
matic machine gun stuttered into action, 
the red tracer fire knitting uncertainly 
around a patch of elephant grass not far 
away from the copter. “Assholes!” brayed 
Maclehearn. “Two o'clock! The incoming's 
at two o'clock! There, you blind slopes!” He 
flopped one forearm bent in front of his 
face, cradled his exotic pistol in his elbow 


Clicked it to full auto and sprayed an impos- 
sibly long burst in the sniper's direction. 
“Every fourth round on this baby casts a 
tracer,” he explained quite amiably to Con- 
nie. The bunker’s machine gun redirected 
its fire promptly, and Maclehearn slapped 
Connie on the shoulder. “Now roll out and 
get back to the dugout. Schnell!” 

As they looped around the helicopter in 
the dark, they could see some of the ARVN 
kids sprinting from their fires toward the 
arms hooch, and some of the Hmong tear- 
ing out of the blockhouse to cut them off, all 
yammering in various gook languages. 
Maclehearn stopped to howl something at 
them in gook, and then paused in mid 
rse, one hand out to Connie to halt him: 
“Listen.” 

A rumble like faraway summer heat- 
thunder could be heard far to the east, from 
well beyond the hills toward Da Nang. 

“Artillery?” asked Connie 

"Fucking 155s," said Maclehearn dubi- 
ously. “They must’ve moved a battery up 
within range yesterday. Funny. I wonder 
who they'te—" 

A hissing rush directly overhead, punctu- 
ated with a sort of metallic yodel, answered 
who they might be firing at. Whaa-room! 
‘The sky lit up blue, then red, just over the 
yonder hill, etching the topmost clusters of 
coconut palms against the glow. In almost 
the same instant, two more shells splashed 
into the hill on the near side: The shock 
wave laid a hearty blow on their backs, and 
the blast was so loud it made their ears pop. 
They looked up, awed, as a great bloody- 
bottomed mushroom cloud rose up 20 sto- 
ries above them. Then pwat-pwat-pwat, 
they dove onto their faces in the burnt grass. 
as the sniper relocated them in the artillery 
glow. 

“Mother fucker,” whispered Maclehearn. 
He may have been chuckling. "Now see 
what happens when you go and waste the 
heroin chefs of General Tsung Wei-hi of the 
Kuomintang? The sly old cocksucker takes 
and orders the U.S. Marine Corps to lay a 
ton of artillery on your ass.” The thunder 
that was not summer thunder gently rip- 
pled the ground under their cheeks. "Let's 
scoot our asses out of here, good buddy,” 
suggested Maclehearn, tumbling off to- 
ward the barbwire perimeter. 

Connie cranked himself up ina ball, eyes 
squinched tight, with his hands clapped to 
his ears, as the blast from the first two shells, 
quaked over him. The third shell hit so 
close that the ground convulsed under him 
like a trampoline, and the noise made his 
ears ring through his hands. A great stench 
filled his head, the air was sucked out of his 
throat, and he looked up through smarting 
eyes to see the body of the incandescent 
Cobra slowly tumbling through the air, 
dripping blazing chunks of garbage and pi- 
lot all over the L.Z. Why did Australian 
rangers have to wear these silly-ass flap- 
brim bush hats, he wondered, and not a 
sensible helmet? 

He scrambled out of his fetal crouch and 
made straight for the blockhouse, which 
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was disgorging Hmong from the door and 
roof. No more propitious opportunity 
would ever offer itself for killing Price, that 
was all he could think of. 

The V.C. snipers—if they were V.C., and 
not Kuomintang, which was more likely— 
had been scared off by the shelling, it 
seemed, knock wood. Unholstering his Lu- 
ger and snapping a round in the chamber, 
Connie plastered himself by the door of the 
blockhouse and waited for Price to dash 
out. 

But no dash. “Goddamm sunbitch clum- 
sy marine!” the major was yammering. 
“You pick up all Doc Dai's fucking money 
here, man. You no take off with Doc Dai's 
dope and leave his money all over the floor, 
marine. I kill you here fucking dead for 
ever, cheat marine!" 

Connie edged his cheek around the con- 
crete corner, laying the barrel of the Luger 
across his nose. Inside, in the kerosene: 
lamp flicker, Lieutenant Price was on his 
knees, his bald spot toward the door, scoop 
ing loose clusters of dollars and francs from 
the clay floor into his briefcase while the 
snarling ARVN major held an M 14 on him. 
They both looked up as the faraway 155s 
rumbled again, but Connie ducked out of 
view in time. 

Again, two blasts simultaneously at some 
distance. Then the breath went out of Con- 
's chest as though a fist had hooked into 
it to rip his lungs out, and an enormous 
hardbound book slammed together around 
his temples. In the singing silence after 
ward, he found himself sitting against the 
concrete blockhouse, which was still there. 
Connie was still there, too, as it turned out, 
with his arms and legs apparently still 
working. And he could see well enough, 
though everything was cherry red, to do 
the job. 

Hustling to his knees, Connie swung 
around into the doorway with his pistol 
gripped straight-armed before him, 
couched and steady in his left hand. Child's 
play. Price’s bald spot was right in front of 
him, since the man was doubled over on his 
knees holding his ears. Connie didn't even 
watch as he fragged the fucker with two 
rounds; his eyes were locked with the ma- 
jor's beady, shell-shocked glare. The major 
had set his rifle aside to cover his own ears, 
and watched in shell-shocked resentment 
as the pistol barrel retrained on him. He 
belched audibly as a round took him 
through the heart, and turned half around, 
then fell down with a crash as another 
round fetched him in the spine. Connie no- 
ticed with curiosity that he could clearly 
hear these incidental sounds, but not the 
pistol-fire, which seemed too loud to be au- 
dible, somehow. 

He heard the artillery murmur again, 
miles away, clear enough. The murderer 
was dead, everything was on fire and Con- 
nie was suddenly possessed with an over 
whelming yearning for deep jungle. He was 
halfway to the perimeter wire by the time 
the rush-and-yodel tore overhead, and the 
blast waves actually aided him in body- 


vaulting eight feet over the wires. 

He hit on his stomach at the jungle’s edge, 
flung down by the blast with a flat fish-slap 
against the earth, and scrambled for the 
bushes when the world fell on him. 

‘Well, it felt like the whole world, though 
it was probably only bits and pieces of ord- 
nance from the ARVN supply dump. It was 
an avalanche of heavy, burning objects that 
pelted onto this head and body for a prepos- 
terously long time. Finally it stopped, and 
he plunged out of the homicidal glow-zone 
into the homicidal jungle. 

There he lay gasping, his entire head bel- 
lowing and shrieking like a circular saw bit- 
ing intoan unending strip of sheet steel. His 
arms and legs were still on him, from the 
feel of it, though his hands were glorious 
with smoking, crimson blood, obviously 
his own. And every time he inhaled 
through the nose, hot, smoky fluid gushed 
down sharp-tasting into his throat. 

A little while later, he was being dragged 
down a trail by Maclehearn, the spook. Oc- 
casionally, the jungle lit up blue, then red, 
so the shelling was still going on some- 
where nearby. Maclehearn was howling i 
to his ear: You crazy son of a bitch, why 
you go back and waste Price and Doc Dai's 
man?, he wanted to know, very loudly but 
from very far away. 

“Sssstoney!” Connie finally managed to 
lisp. "Looney. Fudge. All of ‘em dead.” He 
was surprised, looking down, and vaguely 
embarrassed, to see that big bubbles of 
blood were popping out of his mouth and 
spattering all over the side of Maclehearn’s 
clean-shaven face. "You murdering bas- 
tards. Killed ‘em all. A fucking bomb on 
their plane. Killed ‘em for your fucking 
dope.” In fact, he still had his gun in his 
shoulder holster—but Maclehearn’s hand 
was under his when he reached for it, and 
the gun was gone. Not a dozen paces later, 
Connie was gone too. He was on his knees 
barking blood one minute, and then he 
wasn't there at all. 

He woke up to the most delightful sensa 
tions. He was at the bottom of the ocean 
and on top of the clouds at the same time 
singing inside. A pulse of solemn joy was 
straining through his body, somewhere 
down deep; he felt like the top note in a 
magnificent Handel oratorio sung by a mil- 
lion voices. He was cool, genuinely cool in- 
side and out, for the first time since he'd 
come to Nam, Maybe the first time since he 
was a little kid 

Maclehearn was wiping off a plastic sy 
ringe with a clean silk hankie, smiling 
down at Connie as he pressed his forearm 
up against his bicep, with a gauze pad in be- 
tween. “Now that frisked you up a trace, 
good buddy,” he smiled benevolently. 
“That's Doc Dai's best Number Four doojie, 
good buddy. Now you just set still while we 
try to patch you up. Bowser, get your slant- 
ass over here with the med kit. Chop-chop. 
Schnell! Prosit!" 

"You're all botched up,” Maclehearn was 
telling Connie in an amiable, idly informa- 
tive tone of voice. "I mean, you're wasted, 
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houses from throughout the US 134 39.95 


Marijuana Grower's Guide T-shirts & jerseys — Limited edition 4 color “Grow American” design. Hand silk 
Screened on 100% cotton USA made shirts Seautilul ~ youlliove ‘em! SM.LXL T-shirt $795 sersoy $14.95 


‘Add $1.00 postage and handling. Calit residents add 6% sales tax. SAVE! Order 2 or more items and we pay 


the postage Order 3 or more items and deduct $2.00 from your order QUICK TRADING CO. Dept H.13, 
PO Box 477. San Francisco, CA'94101 Wholesale inquiries invited Send $1.00 (retundable with Tt 


CALL TOLL FREE NATIONWIDE 
(800) 227-1617, ext. 232 
California Only (800) 772-3545, ext. 232 
to charge by phone ($20 minimum phone order) 
VISA'& MasterCharge Only or send check 
‘or money order. NO C.0.D. 


@S = _ Quick Trading Co. 
SS EE 


Serving you since 1976. 


MIDWEST 
PHARMACEUTICAL 


You’ve Seen Them! 
You’ve Bought Them! 
You’ve Paid Too Much! 


The Highest 
Quality Available 
LET’S MAKE A DEAL!!! 


Please inquire for all the new lines: 
MIDWEST PHARMACEUTICAL, INC. 


P.O. BOX 3544 


OMAHA, NE 68103-0544 
PHONE: 1-402-346-4929 
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man. All that concussion has played holy 
bob with your innards, my friend, and your 
outerwards ain't very pretty, either. Here, 
Sambo, lemme stitch that one up.’ 

Maclehearn gently pinched the top end 
of a marvelous crimson wound that arced 
around the left quarter of Connie's bread- 
basket, and ran a suture through it without 
drawing a speck of extra blood. "Now, you 
don't want to know how fucked up you are, 
Connie,” he said conversationally. “Your 
job now is, you just lay back and let us carry 
you home. Don't think about nothing un- 
less’n it's pussy and air-conditioning, 
okay?” He looked up from his amazingly 
precise stitch work and rattled off string of 
Hmong at a couple gooks chopping up the 
bamboo with machetes. "We're gonna 
make you a nice poncho stretcher and carry 
you straight on home, all the way home, 
like an Abyssinian prince on his imperial 
palanquin. You just think about that, my 
man. 

Abyssinia was a pleasant thing to think 
about, to take a person's mind off his hor- 
rible injuries. It was high up in Africa, Con- 
nie had heard somewhere; they called it 
Abyssinia because the mountains were so 
high. High and cool and dry. Abyssinia was 
a fine, cool place to think about, instead of 
being all crushed and bunged up and 
bloody in this jungle sumphole. He would 
like to visit Abyssinia. In fact, he could 
dream himself there, with no effort at all 

Every time Connie started to come down 
out of it, over the day and a half it took them 
to get him to a Medevac unit, the spook 
Maclehearn fixed him up with another 
dose of Doc Dai’s Number Four. Once, at 
night, he realized that they were under fire, 
because of the fascinating musical patterns, 
exquisitely meaningful in their regular irreg- 
ularity, created by the incoming and the 
outgoing. "It's another kind of singing to- 
gether,” he told Maclehearn. “It really is 
another way people have of singing with 
each other. Can you understand that, 
Maclehearn?" 

“Sure, Connie. It’s a big old boy-scout 
jamboree." Maclehearn slung off another 
rocket into the jungle, and someone started 
screaming. "That fucker just turned into a 
soprano, Connie. Give us E over high C, 
slope!” And he flung another rocket into a 
different place. 

The Medevac orderly tried to fix him up 
with Demerol, but Maclehearn wouldn't 
hear of it. “This boy's on a special prescrip- 
tion from Doctor Dai in Saigon, my man. 
He got so fucked up on the Trail, he deserves 
nothing but the best.” 

“But he's got no special—" 

“Shut your hole, friend,” Maclehearn 
said in an easy voice that would have shut 
up Lyndon Baines Johnson himself. It was 
the last thing Connie ever heard him say 
and remembered. Once they got him to the 
marine base, they started giving him some- 
thing different, something that took his 
memory clean away, and filled his head 
with weird animals and ghastly noises. 

continued on page 88 


‘OFACIAL HIGH TIMES PRODUCTS 
are available exclusively through this magazine. 


NAME. 


“Give The Lady What She Wants” 


SUE CEACE 
‘mannitol 


THE PARRA PROMISE 

We guarantee to snip your order the day we get your 
certified check—and that you should get your package 
within 2 days via UPS-Blue Label Air Service at no extra 
charge! NO ONE GIVES YOU FASTER SERVICE! 


INCENSE ORDER, FORM papite 
—-__c..?:??..2.2.50.  _-_ _ .°. Enclosed is $2.00 to cover postage 


and Randling Free catalog 
CIRCLE SIZE DESIRED. AND TOTAL IN RIGHT HAND COLUMN cluded 


1% Milky Trails 

8 PseudoCaine 

T UlraCaine 

O White Lady Caine 

E Superior Cane Rock 

F Super Caine 600 0 100000, 

Superior Mannitol 2oz_ 2000 

WL Mannite .00_| 5000 

© WL Crystal Mannitol Too] —35.00_| 70.00 

1 Tasitol v.00 [ 35.00_f 70.00 

‘T Mannite Conoscent 5 1 Ba 50 291 Bar 12.00 TKivo 250.00] 
FREE CATALOG WITH ALL ORDERS ‘SUBTOTAL 

shipping 
SALES VOID WHERE PROHIBITED BY LAW. 
ITEMS NOT INTENDED FOR ILLEGAL USE—NO SALES TO MINORS TOTAL ENCLOSED 


PARRA DISTRIBUTORS oes 


NEWPORT BEACH, CALIF. 92663 Ss 
CALL (714) 675-7413 For VISA/MC Orders 


KIDDIE 


PORN 


What you will see on the next few 
pages of this magazine may shock 
you. These unretouched photos have 
been culled from many different 
countries at different times and they 
graphically depict a social problem 
that is with us to this day. 


From the collection of Tuli Kupferberg 


6r “eg aed 


ae STVONVIN DE Od 
34IND HONAUL HLIM AMINO TID! YWOINOL 


dHL 


wr i 


Japan. (1930s ?) 


‘The “fancy-dress"is the battle dress of a fourteen-year-old native of New Guinea. 


Dio assisti ora « 
empre [Ttalia 
Aiutami, o Dio. 


a diventare un buon 


italiane 


‘Textbook for overseas Italian youth, 1933. 


impfimDimft 


Hitler youth manual, 1938. 
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WAR—WHAT FOR? GEORGE R. KIRKPATRICK 


HEROD, OR THE SLAUGHTER OF THE INNOCENTS 


e cid or the youthful man is easil; 
confused and deceived, easily 
the American Civil 


devilishly artfol urgings, a multitude © 
toys and gullibly youthful men under twenty-one wore se- 
duced to enlistment, seduced to contract their lives 


on! 
to contract to march in childish into the 
stretching jaws of Hell. And if any, unhappy, leds broke 
their contracts they were hunted down like wild beasts. 

‘This masterpiece of Kidnapping, cunningly boasted of in 
many thousands of sermons, lectures and Fourth-of-Jul: 
orations, this Herod’s harvest, this insane revel and festival 
of blood, this hideous crowning crime of the nineteenth cen- 
tury may be realized from the following paragraphs: 


“BOYS OF THE WAR DAYS,” by Charles King, Brigadier- 
General of the United States Volunteers. 


“Time and again of late years Grand Army men have made thin 
criticism of the organized ‘militia, ‘They look like mere z 
But i singular fact that, man for man, the militia of to-day 
are older than were the ‘old ‘boys’ when ‘entered service for 
the Civil War. In point of fact, the war was fought to » finish by 

grand army of boys, Of 2,778,804 Union soldiers enlisted, over 


Johnny Clemm, twelve years old, the youngest boy in the Union 
Army, 1862. x 

Information may be obtained for the 
forming of Junior Police Clubs by writing 
to the Secretary of the Police League of In- 
diana. 


nineteen. 
{/So long ax the recruit appeared to be eighteen years old and 
could pass a not very rigid physical examination, he was accepted 
Tithout question; but it happened, in the early daye of the war, 
young lads came eagerly forward, beggi taken—lads 
who Iooked lees 'be sceepted only on bringing 
Proof, or swearing that they were eighteen. It has since been shown 
t ‘over eight hundred thousand of seventeen or less 
found in the ranke of the Union army, that over two bundred thou: 
sand were no more than sixteen, that there were even one hundred 
thousand on the Union rolla who were no more than fifteen.” 


PHOTOGRAPHIC HISTORY OF THE CIVIL WAR: Published 


coulbargromble. Paper before Military Order of the Loyal Legion, Illinois 


Something good 


could happen to your son, 
when you put 
a Daisy B-B Gun in his hands. 
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‘The army of the future. These young heroes, orphaned sons of Russian officers, Hundreds of children were given Vietnamese guerrilla outfits on Children’s 
look to the future with confidence. Young though they are, they have already tasted | Day. These two show their weapons to students of the Camilo Cienfuegos 


war and have been decorated for bravery in a guerrilla detachment in action behind Military School. 
the German lines. 


‘Youthful Defenders: These are some 
of the dozens of boys who bear U.S 
made arms in southern Laos. Dozens 
of teenagers, and at least a few 12- 
‘year-olds, servein defense against the 
Pathet Lao. Lately, the action has 
been scant. 


Wide World 


Haiti. Papa Doc (with rifle) began Jean-Claude's training in marksmanship at 
age 8—with rifle, pistol and light machine gun. 


‘Associated Press 


Va —S 
Education of children is a principal concern of the Popular Movement in Angola, according 


to the caption of this photo, distributed by Bulgaria BTA agency. The picture shows 
youngsters marching in Luanda. (1976) 


ingster dressed in military helmet and garb poses with a 


machine gun, complete with a symbolic flower in the barrel, 
during a mass rally in Teheran 


‘Associated Press 


kc weapons and © port 
PLO leaving Beirut. 


Train up a child in the way 
he should go and when he 
is old, he will not depart 
from it. 


Proverbs 22:6 


Nicaragua 


76 
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SAVE! Get Both Books For Only $5.98! 
CONDOMS BY MAIL! 


"Your choice of the best mon's contraceptives, including 


{we offer Sims — the condom that is 5% smaller 
{rom 36 brands of condoms, including natural membrane, 
textured and colored, Plain atfractve package assures pe 
acy. Sample pack: $9, 

‘Send your name and addres: 
‘money-order to: 


cAdam & Eve 


Pease wah under your money-back guarantee 
7A Multi-speed Vibv s 
9£82 Free Photo Book (P&H Oniy) 8 

(5) #9 101 Sexual Positons. 8 

8 
8 
8 


Jong with your check oF 


20 Box 900, Dept. Wie tox 


CaeBoro, Neate 


i Bon Boks 
iC Condom Sampler 
ES Sa0 at's Products 


ROCK CRYSTAL INCENSE 
$4.95/2.5 gr. 


Contains Procaine HCL. WARNING: If inhaled 
Or ingested, may cause stimulation, 
excitement, or other toxic reaction. Not 
intended for drug Use. Vod Where Prohibited By Law 


MORNING GLORY SEEDS 


Untreated Heavenly Blue. 


$4/o0z. $14/4 oz. 


tne unimote UL TRACAINE 
$9.95/1 gr. 


OPIUM POPPY 


CULTIVATION $4.50 


FREE SEEDS! vivscortorrSe. 


Ine Complete 


‘Send your order to: REAL CONCEPTS, 
P.O, Box 30554, Seattle, WA 98103 


BABY HAWAIIAN 
WOODROSE 
$3/20 seeds 


THIS MONTH'S SPECIAL 


FREE FLYER 

ON OUR 

COMPLETE PRODUCT LINE 
MASTERCARD ¢ 


CLEARANCE PRICES 


* CAPSULES 
¢ TABLETS 
* INCENSE 
* AROMAS 
© DIET-AIDS 


CALL TO ORDER 
(919) 762-1531 


M-F 


ISLAND BRAND DIST., INC. 
Box 2189, Wilmington, NC 28402 


VISA © C.O.D. 


or Credit Card Holders Call 312/966-7878 


Now you can purchase rolling 
paper, pipes, clips, snuff 
supplies, bongs, and much, 
much more through our mail 
order catalog. 


Send $3.00 for our catalog 
and receive 4 FREE packs 
of rolling papers. 


FANTASY HIGHLAND 
P.O. Box 1271 Dept. H 
Northbrook, ll. 60062 


aml Srp. 


Oe oon aie ae 
Our 5th Year 


AMERICA’S LEADING SUPPLIER OF INDUSTRIAL. 
INDOOR /OUTDOOR GROWING EQUIPMENT. 


MEV 1982 CATALOG 


ew 
OUTDOOR SUPPLIES 


Hig Pesre (50 & 100 psi) 12 Vo. Water Pumps 


261215 Calon Pol Gro Bag Cortaies 
12Gal 163" wide 13 dep. Use oer aa! 


RPM) 
\Visa-Mastercard orders by phone (503) 592-3615 4 Pare ce sia ($2.00 FirstClass) 
Products Shipped U.P.S., Parcel Post Bus or Air Send 81, Cave Junction, OR 97523 


INDOOR SUPPLIES 
ydeqponic Nutrents..Pumps..Liquid Level Controls 
pH. Soluble Sats ght and Temp. Recording Instruments 


THE SOCIETY FOR THE 
PRESERVATION OF 


LEMMINGS 
(LEMMING AID) 

A concentration of concerned 
citizens conceriTreting on concerning 
concerns t(BuisHIT) Dhet con the 
lemmings do fer you? A let! With 

membership Yow will receive 
high quality shirt with unvsval 
lemming loge member ship card, posler, 
bumper Setcker, button and lo month 
subscription to the Lemmine Tournat 
hich includes humorous, excitin. 
Satirical cartoons, editorials ,letters| 
to Ann Lernming & updstes on Jamming, 
prejeats ORDER New! Stor your 
Joon local chapter. Send ak 


pus at for Postage € hondling to? 
5 THE PS, SOcTETY 
FAYETTEVILLE, ARK. 


B aanet 
Plesae wcuse nome joddrass, shirt 
size (s,m. ,xL) Ark. residents add 
oe soles tox ( {1 ro wseates Ker dali) 

“log CAN BEA LEMMING! 


‘Order Now!”” 


ISITE, 


Crtslos, 


THE LAST PHOTO 


Having trouble getting smoking & snuff paraphernalia? OF JIMI HENDRIX 
Well, we have it and we can ship to you anywhere. BY IRA COHEN 
To get your free catalog, from THE MYLAR CHAMBER 
send your name and address today to as featured in FLASHES in this 
issue of HIGH TIMES 
TRONS (See page 9 ) 
P.O. BOX 3193 + SAN RAFAEL, CA 94901 IN COLOR 


ENCLOSE $1.00 TO COVER SHIPPING 


Editions limited to 25 copies, 
printed on CIBACHROME All Deluxe 

Glossy Photographic Paper | 

& matted to archival standards 


NEED GAS ? 1? x 14": $350 
Nitrous Oxide, N.O, for your 16” x 20” : $500. 
Whip Cream Machine Looking at your pictures is like 
BOXES OF 10 CAPSULES $4.25 

PERBOX AODS.75P + H PEROOK 


des 1S ee t ora 67 Jimi Hendrix 


JUST IN TIME 
FOR THE HOLIDAYS! 


Your 


DIRECT 


looking thru butterfly wings.” 


SOURCE note ae ie atable @ $7.00. Address inquiries to Ira Cohen c/o 
HIGH TIMES 

toall your smoking and snuff acces. CREATIVE ITEMS Ci COMPANY 17 W. 60 St., NYC 10023 

Sories, comics, lingerie, jewelry, tee- 20. Box 34, Crary, Ne 


shirts, leather goods, plus much more (LY. Res. add 8% sales. i 
Mo, 


Send CK. 


Call our National Toll Free Number 
1-800-848-1408 
In Onto Dial 1-614-871-1668 


MC, VISAW_ 
‘Signature and phone 


Send $1.00 for our catalog and recieve 
10 packets of cigarette rolling papers 
absolutly Free, Free, Free. 


'D Money Order 
Ovisa or WC 


Name Li 
ee 
GINSENG 
SPECIALIST 
Al natural vitamins er hérbs 


MANNITOL : INOSITOL 
‘CAINE INGENSE* 


Golden Conse, ‘Bolivan ‘Réck 
~ Snow ruvian Fla 


Address. 


City. 


Zip = 


mai to Direct Source 
P.O. Box 543 
Grove City, OH 43123 


TMS TES TENDED FOR USE OLY TO MAKE WHP CREAM 


216) 


212+ 795-7474 


ws will not be UNDER- 


By any adin this issue! 


Coming Soon... 
The Best of High Times 
Volume 3 


Keep Your SPACE IMPORTS 
Nose Clean. Kit...$21 


(Our kit has all the spores. agar. you need: 
plus a good book and info on how to find equipment cheap) 
One packet $10, two packets $18, Agar 1/84, 2/$7. 

Baby woodrose 20/$3, 50/$7, 100/813. 

Morning glory 1 0z./$3, 2 02./$5, (all seeds are untreated). 
Magic Mushroom Growers Guide... .$10 Legal Highs. . 86 
Book of Acid...$3 Basic Drug Manufacture. . .$4 
Amphetamine Synthesis. ..$6 Barbiturate Synthesis. ..$6 
Cocaine Synthesis. . .$6 
To order: Send money order to: Box 254 Lawrence, KS 66044 
Send stamped, self-addressed envelope for info and wholesale prices. 


STUDY BOOKS MAGIC SEEDS 


Shower 
Regularly. 


MAGIC MUSHROOMS 
SHYOdS NIGADOTISA 


OFFICIAL IDENTIFICATION 


EXPIRESON Num 
BiRTHOAY 


Regular Strength 
$3.00 


Extra Strength cosets 


$3.50 


If not yet available 
your area, write to 


ao Bruty, 


Seed) GIVE YOUR 
z == LOVERA 
HEART-ON ! 


Delight your lover with a beautifully 
LETTUCE crafted heart-shaped locket. Closed, on | 
a key chain or necklace it’s discreetly | 


chic. When opened an outrageously | 

detailed erotic surprise pops out! i| 
Sterling Silver . $43.50 
Gold Plated Sterling .. .. $46.50 | 


THE “OFFICIAL” 
IDENTIFICATION 


* Full Color. Impressive 

* Satisfaction Guaranteed 

* 24 Hours Service 
Create new identity, keep 
finances secret, disappear, etc 
using the “‘official’’ 1.D. 
Send $7 per card plus name, 
address, sex, height, weight, 
color eyes, hair, birthdate and 


PLUS eng ence or Money r6e0: ponte 
— | EeNSoctie Readens | ||Small photo 
THE Bi Sales Tax. 
uLTIMATE |” dito 4 weeks tr deliver, $7. each 
Pe eS | Speci ky hain or necklace, 
——— Dimersons: HH 4° Mail to: OFFICIAL PRESS, 


Our special cold processed lettuce opium 
retains all the natural goodness of the 
lactucarium. Lettuce Opium Plus is a 
fine herbal blend completely saturated 
with Lettuce Opium making it the main 


7155 E. Thomas Road, 
Scottsdale, AZ 85251 


ingredient. The blend consists of Lettuce 
Oplum, Pasion Flower and Lobelia. We EXOTIC UNTREATED GARDENING SEEDS! 
are proud of our product and stand * BABY WOODROSE SEEDS * MORNINGLORY SEEDS 
behind it. You will be 100% pleased. (ARGYREIA NERVOSA) “Heavenly Blues” (Ipomoea Violacea) 

2 Grams (20 Seeds) oz (140Seeds) 1 02, oz 18.Grams(S40Seeds) 1b Ib tb 
$10 FOR 7 GRAMS ‘$200 $1700, $2700 sea.00 $3.00 $120 $23.00 $38.00 


HOPS SEED (Humulus Lupulus) 4 Packets (400 Seeds) $3.00, 12 Packets $7 95.24 Packets $13.95 
* SAN PEDRO CACTUS (Trichocereus Pachanoi) 5 in. cutting $8.00 / 10 in. $18.00 
* CLUB ORGANIC RICE PAPERS 
For Fast and Immediate Service send * CLUB GLUELESS (SINGLE-WIDE) BOX OF 60 PACKS $21.95, ’» BOX $12.95 
Bank or Postal Money Order. * CLUB CABARET GLUELESS (DOUBLE-WIDE) BOX OF 25 PACKS $12.95 
+ CLUB 231 GUMMED (Organic Vegetable Glue) (Single-Wide) Boxot 50 Packs $16.95,  80xs9.95 
CLUB PROFESSOR T-SHIRTS (100% COTTON) Gold on Black S-M-L-XL $7.95 EACH 


NEW CATALOGUE AND BULK HERB LIST — soe 
MAGIC EARTH ALL PRICES INCLUDE POSTAGE AND HANDLING! M.0. OR CASH GETS 1 DAY PROCESSING! 


WHOLESALE PRICES WITH ORDER 


| 


HISTORICAL AND GARDENING INFORMATION INCLUDED! 
P.O. Box 1783 + ITEMS NOT FOR SALE TO MINORS! FREE ONYX (Stick Incense) HOLDER WITH$20 ORDER 


- “TExAS RESIDENTS PLEASE ADD 6% SALES TAK 
Modesto, CA 95353-1783 (CASH, CHECK OR M.O. - SWAMP FOX HERBS, P.O. BOX 66133, HOUSTON, TEXAS 77266-6133 


HIGH TIMEs CLASSIFIED 


MERCHANDISE 


Be Ahead of the Times! Read 
Alternative Media—Find out the 
truth way ahead of everyone else. 
Get the low-down on new rock 
bands, fantastic video, inde- 
pendent cinema, alternative news- 
Papers, crazy radio and under- 

‘ound comics. Send $7.50 for 4 
issues: ALTERNATIVE PRESS 
SYNDICATE, P.O. Box 1347, An- 
sonia Station, New York, NY 
10023. 


Secrets of Growing the In- 
famous Mendocino Sinsemilla— 
from the land of 200-foot redwood 
trees comes the art and science of 
growing 16-foot-tall sinsemilla 
trees. Methods developed, perfect- 
ed and brought to you by experi 
enced Mendocino Cultivators will 
enable you to grow magnificent 
virgins guaranteed to stone to the 
bone. "The only Growers Guide 
you'll ever need.” Send $9.95 to 
HYBRID PUBLICATIONS, P.O. 
Box 229, Mendocino, CA 95460. 


Explore the world of magic 
mushrooms. Grow your own from 
Pallocybe ‘cubensis mycellium $12 
per tube, culture kits $25, catal 
25¢. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
SCHROOMERS, R.R. 2, Box 732, 
Florence, WI 54121. 


M.D.A. Synthesis—Complete 
instructions, written for the begin- 
ner. Alll items needed can be legal- 
ly obtained. Send $8 to: Tom 
Smith, Box # 344, 719 E. St., San 
Diego, Ca 92101. 


Know Your Rights! Receive 
absolutely FREE your copy of 
Legal First Aid for Today's High 
‘Society, a $9.95 value. Just send $3 
stage and handling to: DIRECT 
YURCE, P.O. Box 543, Grove 
City, OH 43123 


Exotic powder—samples— 
AVATAR 230 McMasters Drive, 
Monroville, PA 15146. 


SERVICES 


Cycle Jamaica ‘83! Experience 
the most unusual and satisfyinj 

vacation of your life, guide 

through a scenic paradise by ex 
perienced resident cyclers. 
Unique lodgings, delicious fresh 
foods, support vehicle. CARIB- 
BEAN BICYCLE TOURS, Box 
38088, Cincinnati, OH 45238. 


Your ticket place—Tickets for 
Concerts—Broadway—sports— 
all events in the New York tri- 
state area, Billy Joel—Rush—Neil 
Woung Frank Sinatra—Barry 
Manilow—CATS—the Rangers— 
Call 201-256-9066 P.O. Box 144, 
Little Falls, NJ 07424. 


OPPORTUNITIES 


Miami is just one port now, 
all roads lead to the apple. Con: 
tact T. CALIENTES CONCEPTU- 
AL MGMT. & CONSULTATION, 
214% Wash. Ave., Carlstadt, Nj 
07072. 


Underground Classic “For: 
tune Favors the Brave.” Still avail- 
able: Send inquiries to: Box 4532, 
Aspen, CO 81611. 


PERSONALS 


To J. Edwards, Florida. Merci 


beaiucoup! 


The menace invasion has start- 
ed. The troops will spread a vast 
amount of Nu-Do funk to the 
music industry. Commander of 
the invasion is Michael Fierce. Se- 
curity Chief is Eye. Spi and in 
charge of the rap attack is Princess 
Flash. Warned with love, DENNIS 
WEEDEN 


Ricksun—We soon forward- 
looking good for the holidays! Re- 
member the mission! Bonsai, 


DINA 


Cindy—Roma—Please call 
DAVID 


Dear Billy Idol—They say 
blondes have more fun and when 
{wo blondes get together is white 
lightning. Think about it. Love, 
PINKY 


Exotic Used Panties. Specify 
Blonde, Brunette or Redhea 
Sealed in plastic with personai 
erotic note. Send name, address 
and_ $15.95 to: FRAGRANT DE- 
LECTO, Box #744, Makawao, HI 
96768. 


PERSONALS/PRISONERS 


Will answer all lette 
VIN CLARK, PO. Box 
Represa, CA 95671 


MEL- 
39911, 


Become Someone Else! New 
identity will hide your past! Forget 
debts, child support and other 
problems! Free details. NU-WAY 
PUBLISHING, Box 919, Dept 
B-18(H), Ypsilanti, MI 48197. 


Obtain New Identity. A-1 Cred- 
it, Free details, ALLIED MAR- 
KETING, 5 W. 10th St., Hunting- 
ton Station, NY 11746. 
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DAVIDG. BROOKS, #134-643. 
P.O. Box 69, London, OH 
43140-0069. 


MIKE BROTHERS # 16023, or 
MIKE SIMS #16752, P.O. Box 607, 
R.S.P., Carson City, NV 
89702-0607. 


ROBERT COLE, 159-557, P.O. 
Box 69, London, OH 43140-0069. 


28-year-old malein prisonsuf- 
fering from an acute case of loneli- 
ness. Serious correspondence 
from a mature lady is the only 
cure. RICHARD SPEITH, 32761 
Kentucky State Penitentiary. P.O. 
Box 128-4-19-26, Eddyville, KY 
42038-0128. 


Tama lonely 28-yr-old man in 
prison who wishestomake friends 
with people on the outside. More 
often than not, many social stereo- 
types believe that all convicts are 
stones in the road to tranquility. 
However, if you have cursed this 
stone because in your blindness 
you have stumbled upon it, then 
youwouldcurseastar should your 
ead encounter it in the sky. But 
the day will come when you will 
gather stones & stars as a child 
plucks valley lilies & then you will 
now that these things also arc liv- 
ing & fragrant. For those of you 
who can interpret loneliness, 
lease write to; MAURICE HEN: 
ERSON, #142-862, P.O. Box 69, 
London, OH 43140-0069. 


Lonely prison inmate desires 
to correspond with any female 
who is honest and sincere for a se- 
rious relationship. Age, race or 
looks unimportant. MICHAEL 
FLOORS 4161-176, M.C.1., P.O. 
Box 57, Marion, OH 43302. 


White, lonely (incarcerated) 
Southern Christian gentleman 
seeks serious correspondence 
with lady of same. Will answer all 
replies. SAM LOBRANO, 154-931, 
P.O. Box 57, Marion, OH 43302. 


Incarcerated musician-song- 
writer seeks support, preparing to 
record. JESSIE L. WISE #21669, 
Box 900; Jefferson City, MO65102. 


Lonely man, desires corre- 
spondence, age 23, versatile, 
young black, social skills, very dis- 
creet, confidential, Gemini. Please 
write: REGINALD J. BUNCH, 
#158595, P.O. Box 57, Marion, OH 
43302. 


The ‘“‘OFFICIAL”’ 
Identification 


‘Send $7 pet card pus name address sex 
. werght, color haw eyes. bertndate 
‘smal photo Order wih tends and 


fave 2 for $12. 3 for $15 Mal to 
OFFICAL PRESS.” 7155 E Thomas Ra 
‘Scoftsdale. AZ 85251 


College students! Improve 
your grades. Send $1 for your 
356-page term paper catalog 
10,250 available. Box25916-J, Los 
Angeles, CA 90025. (213) 
477-8226. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


Spider Mites? Predator Mites 
control them naturally, breed fast, 
never harm plants! Four kinds— 
Sampler: 100 each—$30 includes 
special delivery. Brochure free. 
NATURE'S CONTROL, 2518 
Stewart, Medford, OR 97501 


Maui wowie fertilizer guaran- 
teed to produce the finest or mon- 
ey back. $12.95 pt, $24 qt. HA- 
WAIIAN BUD. PO. Box 1307, 
hei, Maui, HI 96753. 


51 Willys Station Wagon. Orij 
inal—excellent condition. Asking 
$3500. Contact J.C. clo TH.C.,. 17 
W. 60 St, New York, NY 10023. 


[40 Page Catalog of Rare & Out 
lof-Print_ Books Dealing with 
HALLUCINOGENIC Drugs & 
Plants = Magic Mushrooms = 
Peyote = LSD SP $3 from 


Mycophile Books 
P.O. Box 83, Naples, FL 33039, 


) 


‘OR PURSE. NO-SPILL 


‘STASH CHAMBER 
HOLDS 20 BOWLS 
HANDSOME POLISHED 
BRASS. GUARANTEED. 
PERFECT GIFT. 


“THE 
PARALYZER” 


YOU CANNOT PURCHASE 
A SAFER, STRONGER 
TEAR-GAS DEFENSE 
WEAPON. 
*  PARALYZER will 
instantly stop even a 
300 Ib. man for up to 
twenty minutes. 
© Fast, simple, easy to 
use. 
* Causes no permanent 
injury to assailant. 
* Will not affect user. 
* FIVE-YEAR guarantee. 
Pocket or purse size, 414”, only 
$5.95 each, or two for $10.00 (save 
$1). For use in your home, car or 
‘anywhere. 
Please add 8.75 cach for postage 
‘and handling. Send check or 
money order to: 
Dee Bee Products 
P.O. Box #2304 
Hollywood, FL 33022 


ORDER TODAY! 


THE HIGH TIMES CLASSIFIED WORKs! 


‘The Hic Tistes Classified is a monthly feature. ALL ADS ARE ACCEPTED AT THE DISCRETION OF THE PUBLISHER. (Write oF call for copy of Adver- 
tising Acceptability Policy.) RATES: One-time ad $4.00/word. Discount for contracts: Three consecutive ads $375/word; Six cons. ads $3.50/word; Twelve 
cons. ads $3.25/ word. Minimum ad is ten words. POB #'s and Tel. #'s count as two words each. All ads must be typewritten. Classified Display is available at 
$125 per column inch (column width is 1% inches}. Discount for contracts: Three consecutive ads $115/inch; Six cons. ads $105/inch; Twelve cons. ads 
$95/inch. All display ads must be submitted camera-ready. All contracts must be fully paid in advance. CHECK OR MONEY ORDER FOR THE CORRECT 
AMOUNT MUST ACCOMPANY AD. Ads will appear 60 10 90 days after receipt. Mail to: HiGH Times Classified, 17 West 60th Street, New York, N.Y. 10023. 
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Mail to: HIGH Times CLassiriep, 17 West 60th Street, New York, N-Y. 10023 


Cost of ad: wordsat per word= total cost. 
Payment must be enclosed with order (check or money order] 


Name = 


Address 


City State Zip 
Please include a sample of your product or catalog with your ad, and your street address and phone number, 


Put your personal message in High Times 


¢ Birthdays © Love Notes 
¢ Anniversaries ¢ Harvest 
© Long Lost Friends Announcements 


For as little as $40 you can send your message to over 2 million people. Surprise your 
friends and loved ones with a personal note or greeting. Use order blank above. 
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Capea ee nel came rcs See a ie esi 


S418 Chicago I eed, 96.98 Daler. women, interesting artles. Sample 


; : 
-cell” power supply available. copy $3.00. Box 140, Suite 14, 14th 
312-262-7775 ico escrimae,wewrrios | | RUSLAND 


24HOURS MC & VISA 


coffee shop | 


————— 40 teas, expresso coffee 


HAVING TROUBLE GROWING MUSHROOMS? PAA juices, venous foods and 

Then read the latest new publication | LEGALHIGHS | sott drinks | 
by 1 Siver ganicana Syatnetic 

ADVANCED GRAIN JAR TECHNIQUES » 5s, | Qrganicana Syrinetic # DONT spacecake, 


shows you how to: ncake and 
<STOP LOSING JARS TO CONTAMINATION STOP BEING TIED TO YOUR and How To Use Them @ Send $1 | spacepat 
orCall © Kaniper Dist_@ PO. Box Various exotic herbs. 


GARDEN “PRODUCE CONSISTENT FLUSHES = GROW HEALTHIER Kani za 
MORE POTENT MUSHROOMS — IN. MUCH GREATER QUANTITIES FOR THE iar Gules Me Gszz4 

plus 50 Loner thesninpendtraltcare ‘Available Upon Request =satarciay 11.06 
4.95 Sia3? RIPPLE pustisnine co, roan 8486 creen tay wr seaoe | | nannnnnnnnrmnnr nnn? Tastand le amarcseem: 
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1001 THOUGHTS ABOUT DRUGS 


TWENTY-SIXTH OF A MONTHLY SERIES 


35. KUALA LUMPUR, MaLAYstAa (AP) 

—Three drug traffickers were 
hanged in a Kuala Lumpur prison yester- 
day, bringing to eight the number executed 
in the last two years. The government says 
that 300,000 of the nation's 13 million peo- 


ple are drug addicts 
‘New York Daily News, 
June 6, 1981 
35 3000 HAVE DIED IN INDIA EACH 
ear since 1950 from drinking 
lethal bootleg 
Mlustrated Weekly of India, 
1976 
B57 "herton Sone, NYC 1981 from 
‘The Dead Kennedys) 
RQ wees WAS THE UNDER- 
ground term for being totally 


stoned; Vietnam Gls used it to mean death. 


Richard Lingeman, New York 
Times Book Review, Oct. 5, 1980 


350K ‘THIS NATION REMOVED THE 
‘Coca from Coca-Cola it started a 
great land down the steep slope of moral de- 
cay, so that today there is not even any Cola 
in Coca-Cola. Such superb hypocrisy does 
not go unpunished in the credit bin of his- 


tory. 


‘Too Drunk To Fuck 


J. Ackerman, Fables for 
Tomorrow, 1978 


WINE HELPS TO OPEN THE HEART 
to reasoning. 


36) 
Jewish saying 


BG 1 ron Tescten 10 4 
Former Student: 

Tam told that thou forsakest books 

{and) dost abandon thyself to pleasure. 

Thou dost wander from tavern to tavern. 

Every evening smelling of beer, 

the smell of beer frightens men away 
(from thee). 

It corrupts thy soul, 

(and) thou art like a broken oar. 

‘Thou canst guide to neither side. 

Thou art like a temple without a god, 

(like) a house without bread. 

Thou art detected as thou climbest up 
the walls, 

and breakest the plank. 


Hicu Times welcomes reader contributions to this clever column, Address correspondence t. 


The people flee from thee 

and thou dost strike and wound them. 

O, that thou wouldst comprehend that 
wine is an abomination 

and that thou wouldst abjure the 
pomegranate drink; 

that thou wouldst not set thy heart on 
fig-wine, 

and that thou wouldst forget the carob- 


wine. 
36. CHARLES KINGSLEY'S EPITHET, 

“the opium of the masses,” re- 
minds us that many working people turned 
to religion as a “consolation”... [But] Dur- 
ing the worst years of the Industrial Revo- 
lution, real opiates were used quite widely 

a 


in the manufacturing districts. 
E.P. Thompson, The Making of 
the English Working Class, 1963 
36. HIGH-SCHOOL STUDENTS WITH PAID 
jobs drink more alcohol and use 
more marijuana than their nonworking 
peers. 


Papyrus Anastasi IV, II, 8ff. 
Egypt, 14th (?) century 5. 


E, Greenberger, L. Steinberg & 
‘A, Vaux: Developmental Psy- 
chology, vol. 17,-no. 6, 1982 


3 M. BASS HAS RECENTLY ISOLATED 
‘and described a syndrome of 
sudden (glue) sniffing death (SSD), consist- 
ing of sniffing followed in rapid sequence 
by exercise ora stressful situation and then 
death. There were 110 adolescent victims 
in his series 
J. Amer. Med. Assn., 
‘vol, 212:2075, 1970 


365 Morris CHaFETz (THE EXPERT ON 
alcoholism) claims to have 
learned from college students that “other 
drugs tend to make you introspective, con- 
templative of your own navel, whereas al- 
cohol tends to make you contemplate other 
people's navels.” 

Jack B. Weiner, Drinking, 1976. 


366% FARMER'S MULE HAD JUST 
balked in the road when the 
country doctor came by. The farmer asked 
the physician if he could give him some- 
thing to start the mule. The doctor said he 
could and reaching down into his medicine 


case, gave the animal some powders, The 
mule switched his tail, tossed his head and 
started on a mad gallop down the road. The 
farmer looked first at the flying animal and 
then at the doctor. 

"How much did that medicine cost, 
Doc?" he asked, 

“Oh, about 15 cents," said the phys 

“Well, give me a quarter's worth quick!” 
And he swallowed it. "I've got to catch that 
mule!” 


American, about 1920 


G7 ot crows sone ano wave 
grows bitter. 


368 KuaLa LuMPuR, MALAYsIA, SEPT. 
24 (AP)—Two men were sen- 
tenced to death Thursday for drug traffick- 
ing in a case that the United States Drug 
Enforcement Administration assisted on. 
The defendants were identified as Han 
Kong Juan, 40 years old, and Tan Chor 
Kwee, 44. The court was told that Steven 
Tse, a special agent of the United States 
agency, and an informer posed as men 
from Hong Kong interested in buying 50 
pounds of heroin. 

New York Times, Sept. 25, 1982 


‘or: Your Tax Dollars At Work! 


369% THERE ANYONE, INCLUDING TO- 
bacco company lobbyists and 
executives who would encourage their 
own children to smoke cigarettes? 


3 70. BEFORE THE ROMAN CAME TO RYE 
‘or out to Severn strode, 
The rolling English drunkard made 
the rolling English road. 
G.K. Chesterton, 
“The Rolling English Road” 


371 ALL LEARNED AND ALL DRUNK. 


William Cowper, The Task, 
bk. IV, “The Winter,” 1.478, 
1785 


BZD deerar tue moment or pearatrt 

was, and still is believed by the 
natives, that, if the moribund person was 
able to perceive the taste of the coca leaves 
pressed against his mouth, his soul would 
go to paradise. 


Dope Lore, 


HicH Times, 17 West 60th Street, New York, N.Y. 10023. 
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EXCLUSIVE OFFER 


Order THE BEST OF HIGH TIMES, VOL. | and VOL. II at the special 
price of $5.95. Or you can order them separately at $3.95 each. 


Don't know what to get the person who has everything for the holi- 
days? We can help solve your shopping problems. Take advantage of 
this limited offer on THE BEST OF HIGH TIMES, VOL. | and VOL. I, 
for only $5.95. 


Yes, please send me the issue/issues | have checked below. 
Quantity Cost 

$3.95 THE BEST OF HIGH TIMES, VOL. | 

$3.95 THE BEST OF HIGH TIMES, VOL. I! 

$5.95 THE BEST OF HIGH TIMES, VOL. I and VOL. II 


Multiple orders should be attached. 
‘Add $1.00 per order for shipping. 
New York State residents add applicable sales tax. 


Ansonia Station, New York, NY. 10023. Money orders speed 
delivery. Allow 6 to 8 weeks for processing and delivery. 


Name 


Make check or money order payable to HIGH TIMES, P.O. Box 1414, 


pectic weer ageer ape tings eee one ae ge 


Address 


City State Zip 
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ATTENTION 
INDOOR GARDENERS: 


MSR LIGHTING, the Pacific Northwest's largest retailer of |WDOOR GROWING 
SYSTEMS Is proud to announce, WE HAVE EXPANDED to allow YOU to own this 


same HIGH QUALITY METAL HALIDE SYSTEM that has made M&A LIGHTING 
the largest supplier of /ALIDE GROWING SYSTEMS in the great Northwest 
today 


Our METAL HALIDE SYSTEMS are manufactured with the same OLD FASHIONED 
AMERICAN values that made our country great. We use only the H|GHEST QUAL. 
TY components money can buy. All of our HALIDE SYSTEMS SURPASS BULB 
AND BALLAST MANUFACTURERS CODE. Each is equipped with an ADVANCE 
LOW NOISE ballast and capacitor SOLIDLY MOUNTED in a STEEL BOX uniquely 
designed to keep ballast and capacitor at their optimum running temperature for 
better operation and longer life. We also use HIGH TEMP AIPLE JACKETED 600 
VOLT WIFE for GREATER SAFETY, along with «.KV PULSE RATED bulb socket for 
our HALIDE SYSTEMS and 5K PULSE RATED bulb socket for our HIGH 
PRESSURE SODIUM SYSTEMS. With your WAR SYSTEM, you receive your choice 
‘of hoods; A 21 in. porcelain hood or a 45 in. reflective hood. 


Price List 
STEM & Sylvania M1000U metal halide lamp (110,000 lumens) 
your choice of hood $188.99" 
SYSTEM B Sylvania MS1000 Super halide |amp (125,000 lumens) 
your choice of hood $198.99" 
SYSTEM ©: Sylvania or G.E. LU1000 H.P. Sodium lamp (140,000 lumens) 
your chaice of hood $275.00" 


Replacement Bulbs 
MS 1000 C/BU Sylvania $71.50 
MS1000 BU Sylvania $64.50 
M47 Ballast core & coil $105.00 


“Phosphorus Coated Bulbs $7.00 Additional 


All our systems have a ONE YEAR UNCONDITIONAL GUARANTEE You pay shipping. TO ORDER, send CASHIER'S check, money order, or C.0.0. 
order (send 20% deposit) to: M&M LIGHTING. RAM ENTERPRISES, 420 Seattle Bivd. N., Pacific, WA 98047, OR CALL TOLL FREE 1-800-426-5577 
Seattle residents call (206) 833-8280 28 
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THIS BUG COULD DESTROY YOUR BUSINESS! 
Save it with THE PERSONAL 


PRIVACY PROTECTOR 


The Personal Privacy Protecto1 
© Finds electronic bugs in just seconds 
© Even verifies an eavesdropping device 
@ Is the same high quality used by professionals 
© Is ultra-miniaturized, pocket-sized, portable 
Is usable anytime, anywhere 
© Allows you to perform a quick electronic “sweep” 

every time you enter a room 
PROTECT YOUR BUSINESS— PROTECT YOURSELF! 
Send $25.00 for a catalog and special report on how to protect 
yourself against BUGGING and WIRETAPPING. Also inquire 
about telephone privacy systems, bomb detectors, lie detectors, 
tape recorder detectors, electronic vehicle tracking systems, 
infrared nite viewers, bullet proof vests and cars. 


Anti-Bugging Anti-Wiretapping Corp. of America 
6633 Third Ave., New York, NY. 10017 (212) 697-8140 TX-238720 


Washington + Miami Beverly Hills * Chicago * Houston 
Toronto * London « Paris * Hong Kong 


‘Andl- Bugging Anti-Wiretapping Corp. of America 
633 Thug Ave, New York NY 10017 
Excouedie my $2500 Teme send me your eataog and specu eport 


awe = = = 
ADDRESS = 


TELEPHONE] 


Here it is! 


Herpes Simplex Virus Types I and II are 
viral infections affecting an estimated 
20 million Americans. 


To date, there is no known cure for Herpes. 


Now, Virex, Inc. is offering HERP-EZ™ 
Tablets and Drops, both containing 
2,6-di-tert-butyl-p-cresol, a compound 
which has been demonstrated to be a 


HERP-EZ™ Drops contain 2,6-di-tert-butyl-p-cresol 
dispersed in mineral oil, to be used in conjunction with card ready for 
HERP-EZ™ Tablets, a dietary supplement (to be taken é the operator.) 
with meals) containing both Theionized” 2 
2,6-di-tert-butyl-p-cresol and L-lysine. 

Why wait any longer? Order today using the coupon 

at right (if coupon is missing, mail your order to 
Virex, Inc., 4115 Seventh Terrace South, St. Petersburg, 


£ Vitex, ine, «115 Sevenm Terrace Sout, St Petersburg, FL33711 
Florida 33711). Include your check or money order} 


Please rush me: (_) HERP-EZ Tableis @ 1495, HEAP-EZ Drops @ 9.95 
HERP-EZ Combination Kit (Drops & Tablets) @ 24.90 


I nave enclosed a check’money order.) Charge my ©) Visa or -)Mastercharge, 


for $14.95 for each bottle of tablets or $9.95 for drops 
or order both for only $24.90! 


L All orders shipped in plain wrapper 


DISTRIBUTOR INQUIRIES INVITED 


Satisfaction Guaranteed Or Return Within 15 Days For Money Back 


High Times says “Thanks to its patented hydroponic system. the Hydropot just sits 
under its lights and pops out plants. No dirt. no manure. no Sweat... each Hydropot is 
good for three or four husky plants. six feet 1.1 


Applied Hydroponics has been the leader in the homegrown hydroponics field for over 
five years. Time-tested and proven by tens of thousands of satisfied High Times buyers. 
our record speaks for itself. Our experience. reliability. and the best quality components 
are the only answer for those who want to grow their own. 

* Flo-Thru™ circulation ntifically engineered to give the constant high energy 
aerated nutrient flow your kind of plants need. Soil, drip, or wick set-ups can't compare. 
they're made for slow-growing houseplants or vegetables. 

+ Kona Lava™ Medium. . . our porous lava rock gives maximum aeration. the best plant 
support. and it’s reusable. It's the best! Soggy vermiculite mixes don't retain air and 
can’t hold up plants 

* Special Nutrients. .. not just vegetable food. but two formulas. both complete and 
balanced, specially blended for what you want to grow. Fastest growth. biggest yields. 
and highest potency! 


Hydropot™ Components 

*PatentedFlo-Thru™ circulation * KonaLava'medium ¢ Nutrients: A(18-6-16). 
8(0.30.12) + Illustrated.growingmanual * GardenContainerw/ builtin drain * 
Electric aeration pump * Nutrient well * pHtest kit © Seed starter pellets 


It adds up to the best growing system available for exotics. or even veggi 


Phone or send for free catalog and information © Quantity Price 


Hydropot™ (10% off for three or more) $ 59.95 
New! The Quad! Multi-unit system 199.95 
Hydrolite™ Super system 199.95 
Hydrolite™ Standard system 184.95 
Replacement Bulb MS-1000 Super (125,000 lumens) 74.95 
‘Super-Twists™ (6 bulbs/box) 48° 69.95 
96 139.95 
Heavy duty grounded light timer 29.95 
Kona Lava™M Rock Medium (22|bs.) 19.95 
Hydropot Nutrients A(18-6-16)Fastlush growth 1b. = 100 gal 12.00 
B(9-30-12) Flowering &potency 1 1b. = 100gal 13.00 
Subtotal 
CA residents add 6% sales tax 
All items shipped freight collect TOTAL 
Free timer ($29.95 value) When you order both Hydroponics and lighting, check he 
Money orders, cashier's checks and credit Visa MICO Exp. Date 
Card orders shipped immediately. Credit card 
phone orders welcomed. Call (415) 459-7898. Acct §= 
Signature 
Print Name =! 
Address = 
ay == SS ee ye 


Applied Hydroponics, 1299 Fourth St,, Suite 308, San Rafael, CA 94901, (415) 459-7898, 
(One year guarantee on all of our products. Shipped in plain, unmarked boxes 


STEAL THIS MEAL 
continued from page 43, 

He looks like the actor who played the 
assassin in Day of the Jackal. Tallish, maybe 
43, blond, the fingers of a concert pianist, 
very soft-spoken and extremely modest, to 
the point of shy—in other words, a real 
mench. His dedication is total. If he leaves 
his restaurant, which is rarely, he closes it 
His father had this place before, but he was 
just an average Swiss cook. Which is to say 
‘Average. One spring, as legend has it, the 
young Girardet went on a tour of France. 
By chance he happened to eat at Troisgros, 
and from that one meal had visions for 
weeks. His dishes have since remained, he 
insists, mystical creations. On long bike 
rides through the mountains, he “sees” 
something cooked in a new way. And as 
anyone who has made the pilgrimage to 
Crissier will verify, that way is very, very 
good. We are talking about a true artist. A 
grand master. Someone with an aura 
Perfection. And what was amazing about 
Girardet, you knew this just from talking 
with him, before even tasting the food. He 
has an amazing manner, like a mature 
Bjorn Borg. 

Of course, Fredy knows where to get all 
the best ingredients, and daily planes land 
at Lausanne Airport with fresh fish from 
the Alantic or shrimp from Greece. Trucks 
arrive with chickens from Bresse or ducks 
from Vendee. He was unhappy about Swiss 
breads so he constructed his own bakery 
and now bakes the best himself. Here's a 
dish you will always remember—sea scal- 
lops sautéed on a bed of cooked endives. 
The two choice ingredients are tied 
together by a butter-cream sauce based 
with a champagne-and-shallot reduction, 
then accented with a squeak of lemon and 
ginger, finally topped with thin strings of 
lime ‘ind. It can be made in just a few 
minutes and looks deceptively simple. I 
watched him do it several times. I am a 
better-than-average cook, yet after a dozen 
attempts I've never seemed to match his 
effort. There is a missing ingredient, and 
that is Girardet. You must also try his onion 
tart. And why not the liver and chives? By 
now we suggest you give up ordering and 
take potluck. Try lobster and fresh pea 
terrine, or the pigeon, or the basil rabbit 
The menu is long, serious, and if Fredy 
makes a mistake, the tooth fairy will 
correct it. 

At the end you must try the passion-fruit 
soufflé, which is guaranteed to melt in your 
mind for years to come. Fredy is one fuck of 
a cook. He knows everything there is to 
know about cooking everything. You have 
the feeling he’s creating the dish just for 
you. When you go to the kitchen and see 
the apprentices who come from around the 
world just to catch his drippings you realize 
your journey is complete. There is no argu- 
ing with Girardet, you just watch, appreci- 
ate and try to absorb some of the mystic. In 
the end you are convinced this is beyond 


food, more an exploration inside beauty or 
truth. A truly great experience. And, hey, 
it's only going to cost the two of you five or 
six hundred bucks. Of course, there are 
other ways than money. There are even 
other ways than the letter trick, which now 
is naturally out of the question (though you 
could try it with Popular Mechanics — they 
don't have a food critic either). If you are 
hungry you will eat. If you can hold out 
long enough you can get to eat the very 
best 


TOP 10 


Fredy Girardet, Crissier (Switzerland) 
L’Oasis La Napoule (Louis Outhier), La 
Napoule 
Alain Chapel, Mionnay 

. Paul Bocuse, Lyon 

. Comme Chez Soi (Pierre Wynants), 
Brussels (Belgium) 

. Le Duc (Paul Minchelli), Paris 
L’Archestrate (Alain Senderens), Paris 

. Les Templiers (Roger Doreau), Les 
Bézards 

1. Olympe (Dominique Nahmais}, Paris 

10. Les Semnailles (Jean-Jacques Jouteux], 

Paris 
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The following note appears at 
the insistence of Playboy mag- 
azine: Anyone out there tempted 
to follow Abbie Hoffman’ lead 
in impersonating a Playboy staff 
member should know that he 
does so at his own peril. Says 
Playboy: “We take a very tough 
stance against people who do this 
sort of thing, reporting thern to 
the proper authorities for 
prosecution, conviction and 
imprisonment, In this case, the 
authorities got there first, on 
another matter. That fact doesn't 
diminish our resistance to such 
ruses, despite our residual 
affection for Abbie Hoffman.” 


(Author's last word: Sic, sic, 
sick!) 


FINAL LAST WORD: 


Is the chef, not the restaurant, that does the 
cooking, so if a chef cited has gone, forget it. 
| Some folks have said, "Yeah, but they thought 
you were from Playboy so they paid special 
attention.” Look, cooking is like sex. A great 
chef can have an off night, but a bad chef can’t 
cook great. If you “fake” good cooking—well, 
like I said, who among us can tell good sex 
from sex that is “faked” good...and who 
cares? 


N 
DRO ANDARD 
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MISS AMERICA 
continued from page 44 

After the Saturday-night broadcast, at 
midnight, the pageant officially relinquished 
its supervision over all contestants, save for 
the new Miss America. The 49 losers were 
on their own, and most would skip town 
first thing in the morning. I had to act fast, 
and spent the following hour seeking the 
whereabouts of First Runner-Up Desiree 
Denise Daniels, Miss Tennessee. She was 
on the sixth floor at the Tropicana. Only 
four messages awaited her at the front desk 
when I added mine—request for interview 
with HIGH Times mag at her convenience 
on Sunday. I hit the blackjack tables till 
4.aM., checking the front desk every half- 
hour, but Miss Tennessee hadn't answered 
her red message light. There was noanswer 
each time the desk clerk phoned. 

At 4 AM I discovered that every hotel on 
the boardwalk was booked solid. But I 
hadn't counted on the flophouses being 
sold out, which they were during 
America week. The next chapter of my 
Miss America nightmare unfolded with an 
endless series of No VACANCY signs, all the 
way to the back streets of the Monopoly 
board, Fleabag motel clerks found it 
laughable when L asked if they knew of any 
vacancies. I took to the streets, a loser at the 
casinos. 

At 8 AM, Room 217 at the Bull Shippers 
Plaza Motor Inn on Pennsylvania Avenue 
became available. I grabbed it. There was 
even a telephone, on which to make frantic 


backup calls for other contestant inter- 
views. A black hooker tried to bust into my 
room, but no dice, honey, I was here for the 
First Runner-Up. A dozen calls later, I 
broke through the incredible protective 
layers of hostesses and hometown security 
nets that surrounded Miss Tennessee. 
These girls were harder to reach than 
Bo Derek. Everything had to be cleared 
through some men in Room 4425 at Cae- 
sar's—her “state traveling companion: 
A 15-minute interlude could be arranged if I 
showed up at Caesar's front desk by 11 AM 
Lying on a firm mattress at the Bull Shippers 
Inn, I nauseously refined my 20 Runner- 
Up questions. 

Needless to say, some good old boys from 
Tennessee—tough-looking ones in their 
40s—showed up by noon. They explained 
something about "gals and schedules”; the 
women were still packing at the Tropicana, 
they apologized, and they'd have to catch a 
plane, so no interviews. I made a few more 
calls to sponsors of other contestants, but 
couldn't even pin down Miss Alaska. The 
prettiest contestant of them all, Miss Geor- 
gia, was reportedly packing her last bags 
right there at Caesar's, but her people also 
gave me the runaround. Out in the streets, 
Miss America contestants and their entou- 
rages were leaving in unstoppable droves 
But I had been a bad little reporter, who 
came with no connections, and unfortu- 
nately, couldn’ t even land whoever came in 
50th. I guess I would have even settled for 
Wink fuckin’ Martindale, after all. 0 
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HERO 


continued from page 68 


"Scopolamine, I think I heard somebody 
say it was,” says Connie. “Can't be sure.” 

When they let him start piecing his head 
together, he'd already been at least a week 
in Bethesda, in a private ward. First they 
showed him the Silver Star with some gen- 
eral's commendations, and then the write- 
up by a big national columnist. Connie had 
been working with a CIA agent named 
Merle Price to break up a South Vietnam- 
ese narcotics-smuggling ring, he learned. 
He and Price had uncovered a ruthless gang 
of professional Southeast Asian mobsters 
who ran pure Number Four heroin down 
the Ho Chi Minh Trail. Price had been 
assembling physical proof, once and for all, 
that the Chinese were the source of all this 
dope, when everything blew up. Price was 
murdered near the Lao border, but Connie 
managed to cut his way. despite appalling 
injuries, to a Green Beret patrol - 

"It was the Chinese, all right,” Connie 
told the avuncular old colonel who was sit- 
ting on his bed while a Stars and Stripes pho- 
tographer framed the shot. “But this makes 
it sound like it was the Red Chinese, not 
the— 

‘Oh?" the colonel broke in pleasantly, 
beaming down at Connie warmer than his 
own father ever had. "You look a little 
peaked, soldier. Think you need another 
shot of scopolamine?" 

"No sir, sir,” Connie snapped promptly 
and loudly. HERO SPURNS PAINKILLERS, said 
the caption under his photo in Stars and 
Stripes, cocooned in plaster and gauze, 
puppetlike under the traction suspensions. 

Right after the photographers left they 
broke him out of the plaster and unraveled 
about six miles of bandages from him. Sure 
enough, beyond the 24 stitches in his stom- 
ach there wasn't a thing wrong with Con- 
nie, and never had been. He'd suspected as. 
much ever since the Medevac, but hadn't 
thought to ask. 

Next, he found a plastic-covered Chase 
Manhattan bankbook lying by his water 
carafe. It had his name in it, with $30,000 
next to it. No one seemed to know where it 
came from, though subsequently a physical 
therapist—who gave him no therapy, be 
cause he didn't need any—told him it 
would probably be best not to.ask about the 
bankbook. “You can't give the money 
back," he said. “For all you know it's a 
payoff from Doc Dai himself. So keep it.” 

Then they took him to Quantico, and 
gave him a cubbyhole desk in an air-condi- 
tioned office building, all to himself. He 
spent the rest of his hitch marking off 
meaningless strings of numbers on aqua- 
marine computer sheets, and to this day he 
doesn’t know what the hell that was about 
either. Finally, they sent him home to 
Phoenix, where he was very pleased to buy 
into his uncle's air-conditioning company. 
He hasn't murdered anyone in cold blood 
ever since, nor even much wanted to. 1) 


SOUNDS 


by JOHN SWENSON 


arty is a 

tough man. 

He likes rock 
'n’ roll because it gives him an 
‘opportunity to kick and spit on 
people in public, especially when he 
hooks up with 20 or so like-minded 
pals. The Clash is his favorite band 
‘cause he figures they feel the same 
way he does about such matters. 
Marty knows the Clash are opening 
for the Who at Shea Stadium. Marty 
knows the Who are real popular, 
used to be big or something like the 
Rolling Stones, and he hates the 
‘Who as a result. 

Marty hates the Who the way he 
hates everything that came before 
the time when he started to figure 
things out. Marty came to Shea 
ooking for trouble because that's 
‘cool, Lots of pigs on hand, he notes 
with a little rush of adrenalin, just 
‘enough to make things interesting. 
‘Marty amuses himself fora while by 
circling Shea Stadium, kicking beer 
and wine bottles hard along the 
ground, sometimes making flying 
jumps with both feet into a pile of 
broken and unbroken bottles, trying 
to see how far he can send the 
shards spinning in the air 

Marty hooks up with a bunch of 
wise guys drinking and pushing 
each other, and starts telling them 
‘they should charge the gate, just for 
kicks. He sees it's pretty easy to 
‘crack the makeshift barrier around 
the Mets’ bullpen, and that’s exactly 
where he leads the surge of kids— 
easy—right through the fucking 
barricades and pigs and in! One pig 
swings at him but Marty's too quick, 
instead some fat slob behind him 
gets it—hal 

Marty's heart is pumping as he 
joins the throngs of people crushing 
against the front-stage barricade. 
All the tickets sold forthe infield are 
‘general admission and the fans are 
‘crammed toward the stage front to 
get as close as possible. Marty 
loves crowds—that's where he can 
really do his stuff. He starts pushing 
forward—it always works—and 
there's a chain reaction. Everybody's 
moving, jastling—hostil, bright and 


THE WHO 


alive, cursing each other. Marty 
keeps pushing. In crowds, pushing 
is contagious, and others are 
pushing this way and that. The 
Clash are playing, raw and hard, and 
Marty keeps pushing. The Clash 
leave the stage, lights come on and 
Marty pushes even harder. People 
in front of him, girls, are screaming, 
and Marty feeds on their panic. 
Marty laughs and pushes harder, 
Some at the front are trying to push 
back now and the crowd ripples 
back and forth in waves as the tug 
of-war goes on. Some limey on- 
stage is trying to tell Marty to step 
back. Figures. “Why should,” says 
Marty, “I'm having fun,” 

emie is a veteran stage- 

hand. He's seen it all go 

down and has become 
pretty cynical. He's watched pitched 
club battles between the crew and 
hordes of crazies on the hill behind 


the stage at Gaelic Park. He knew 
the guard who was stabbed to death 
at another Who concert a few years 
back. He likes the Who, but reality 
has made him lose respect for those 
who profit from the misery of others. 
The promoters are all alike—when 
there's trouble, they're gone. Just 
interested in the money. Same with 
the groups, and with this show the 
Who, a band known for its integrity 
in the past, has obviously gone for 
the sellout. Two years ago, 14 kids 
were crushed to death in Cincinnati 
as they crammed madly into River- 
front Coliseum in an effort to secure 
the best general admission spots in 
the house. Bernie can hardly be 
lieve that after that incident the 
Who allowed a much more danger: 
ous general admission setup at 
Shea. Didn't Townshend say some- 
thing about never playing general 
admission gigs again? 


After the Clash finish, the inevi 
table trouble starts. Word comes 
back that people are being crushed 
nearly to death at the front of the 
stage. Bernie rushes out and des: 
perately helps bail limp bodies out of 
the front of the audience. Most of 
the kids are not unconscious yet, 
just groggy and short of breath, but 
the situation is bad. Police and fire- 
men come in to help lft the bodies 
to safety, Young girls, limp and 
bloodless, are handed over the 
crowd toward the stage while some 
of the people cop feels and pull off 
articles of clothing on the way. Ber: 
nie barely has time to curse the Who 
while he frantically tries to save 
lives. 

‘oger is the singer in the 

band. It's his band, he 

started it 20 years ago, 
and despite the statements he's 
been making to the press about the 
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decision that this should be the 
group's last tour, he's sorry to see 
the thing end. He knows that the 
Greatest feeling in the world comes, 
when the band starts playing and 
20,000 people go nuts in response. 
He also knows that tonight's show 
is performed before closer to 
100,000 people, and the general 
admission policy worries him 
Roger is a simple, honest man who 
sticks to what he does best. He 
takes his responsibilities as a rock 
‘ni roll star seriously. He is worried 
about the safety of the kids in front 
of the stage. "Shuttle back a bit to 
relieve the pressure,” he says to the 
crowd, 


that when he hits that stage there is 
something about a crowd response 
that never fades. Pete is a complex 
man given to lying to himself. He 
has a God fixation so strong he’s 
gone through incredible machina- 
tions to transfer it. The idea that 
people need him so much they 
would kill to get closer to him, 
fascinates Pete in spite of himself. 
“Shuttle forward a bit” he says to 
the crowd. 

‘ohn is a music critic. He is 

also a die-hard Who fan, He 

has been to nearly 100 Who 
concerts and isn't deaf yet. His 
friends in the business have been 
telling him that the Who are finished 


way. It wasn't easy—scalped 
tickets were selling for $100 each 
(on the open market, but John pur- 
chased a bargain ticket for 35 
bucks. Unfortunately, he couldn't 
see the stage from the vantage 
Point his ticket commanded, which 
didn’t bother him much because he 
didn't plan to sit down anyway. 
What did bother him was the 
scene in front of the stage before 
the show. A pair of high-powered 
binoculars trained on the area told 
the grim story—people were being 
badly hurt, a fact which anyone 
could have predicted, and which 
was especially ghoulish following 
the tragedy in Cincinnati. John had 


never impressed him as it had so 
many other writers, and he thought 
it was odd that the Who said they 
were retiring to make way for bands: 
like the Clash 

The Clash played well at Shea, 
but John smiled when a tape re- 
cording of the Doors’ first album 
played over the P.A. system drew 
more applause from the crowd than 
the Clash did when they left the 
stage. It reminded him of a show 14 
years ago, literally across the street 
in Flushing Meadow Park, when the 
Who opened for the Doors, and 
Townshend whipped the crowd into 
a frenzy by destroying most of his 
group's equipment and some of the 


THE CLASH 


ete is the guitarist in the 

band. His decisions have 

determined the band's tu- 
ture for as long as anyone can re 
member, and the weight of such re 
sponsibility is an anchor around hs 
shoulders. He hasn't wanted any of 
this for along time. Its very difficult 
for him to get into playing his tradi 
tional role. He tried to quit five years 
ago and his buddy, the drummer, 
Killed himself, so in his buddy's 
memory he had to suck in his bitter 
ness and resentment and put the 
band back on the road. But this is 
the final elbow. He doesn't want to 
tour anymore, but he has to admit 
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for years now, some of them since 
the time Tommy came out weil 
over a decade before, but John has 
gone toa lot of rock concerts and he 
knows the Who deliver the best 
show on earth, even on their bad 
nights. 

The Who hired a public relations 
firm for their final tour whose pri 
mary responsibility was to keep 
people like John away from the 
shows. When he called the woman 
in charge of press tickets and identi- 
fied himself, her response was, 
“That's your problem." The public 
relations woman failed in her job be- 
cause John went to the show any- 


been in crowds like that himself at 
Who concerts and he knew the dan: 
get. Why had the Who allowed this 
to happen? He had a lot of faith in 
the band, but he knew this was one 
incident that couldn't be brushed 
aside. 

John had watched the Clash with 
little enthusiasm. They were a band 
‘he liked at moments on record but 
never in the live performances he'd 
seen. He held it against the Clash 
that thoy had claimed to represent 
‘new values in music when he could 
see they were merely trying to 
stake their claim in the market 
place. The band’s amateurishness 


Doors’ as well. 

‘After checking out several van- 
tage points to witness the perfor 
mance from, John decided that the 
best place to watch the show, aided 
by binoculars, was as far away trom 
the stage as possible. From a stair 
way in the upper deck of Shea, he 
witnessed a spectacular show, “Sub- 
stitute” and “I Can't Explain,” the 
band’s traditional set openers, 
never sounded better than that mo: 
ment in Flushing with the night sky 
as the backdrop 

The visual impact presented by 
‘the stage was awesome. Giant let- 
ters describing the band’s logo, 


WHO, Stretched across the deepest 
part of the outtield, The stage itself 
was framed by the bottom half of 
the H, with a giant video screen 
hung above the crossbar. With a di- 
rect View of the stage you could fol- 
low the action well. The sound sys- 
tem was even more impressive — 
far back from the stage you could 
hear perfectly as the band punched 
out its crisp hard rock. Shea Sta- 
dium had always been considered 
‘an impossible place to hear rock 'n’ 
roll, but the Who's sound system 
overcame whatever technical prob: 
lems the arena might have pre- 
viously posed. 

After John Entwistle's “Danger- 
ous,” the first of a series of spectac 
ular light effects came into play 
during “Sister Disco,” as search 
lights fanned through the air. On 
“The Quiet One,” Townshend played 
his first great guitar solo of the 
show, then followed with a beautiful 
opening statement on “It’s Hard,” 
with Daltrey adding rhythm guitar. A 
light plane glided overhead as the 
infectious cadence of “Eminence 
Front” gently rocked the stadium, 

The Who obviously chose to 
close out their history in New York 
at Shea Stadium because of the his. 
toric Beatles concert at that venve. 
“The Beatles wore suits,” said Dal 
trey during the show. “So | wore a 
suit.” A nice, white sharkskin num: 
ber it was, too 

As usual, anything from Who's 
Next drew the biggest response of 
the show, “Behind Blue Eyes” in: 


ice Cream for Crow 
Captain Beefheart & 
‘The Magic Band 
(Virgin/Epic ARE 38274) 
The fertile imagination of Don Van 
‘Vliet has produced yet another 
Great record of musical poetry. His 
vision, once considered impossibly 
‘obtuse and beyond human compre: 
hension, has become an accurate, 
in a sense almost journalistic, re 
flection of modern life 

Vani Viiets political commentary 
‘on Reagan's America, witnessed 
most directly on “The Past Sure Is 


spired audience participation as all 
of Section 21 sang along through 
the song, clipping “vengeance,” the 
whole bit. Man, when the top level 
of Shea shakes, it really shakes. 
“Baba O'Riley” became another 
mass sing-along, then the crowd 
cheered John Entwistle's bass-fils 
in “My Generation.” 

On the first night, “Drowned” was 
not especially good, but the second 
show, which took place during in 
termittent showers, provided a dra- 
matic moment when Townshend 
told the audience, “Thank you for 
getting wet for us,” and broke from 
the standard set to play a special 
farewell version of “Tattoo,” fol 
lowed by an amazing rendition of 
“Cry If You Want” with a gut 
wrenching guitar solo at the climax. 

As the letters comprising the 
stage flashed a multiplicity of 
colors, smoke effects filed the air 
and the lights around Shea blinked 
furiously, the band broke into “Who 
‘Are You,” and the song took its 


Tense” and “The Host the Ghost the 
Most Holy-0,” offers invaluable per 
spective on the changing U.S. men. 
tal landscape. Where the Beetheart 
of Trout Mask Replica celebrated 
aesthetic autonomy, Van Vliet of 
the '80s works like a Flemish mas: 
ter—layering eccentric and beauti 
ful sound patterns against bristling 
poetic images whose impact, 
though literally obscure, is precision 
gauged for effect. “Cardboard Cut 
out Sundown” articulates Van 
Viiet's rage at the demystification of 
the western prairies and deserts, 
turned by Texans and Mormons 
from a frontier wilderness to an 
empty back lot. 

Van Vliet is a creature of the des. 
ert, and its polarization of reality, its 
high-contrast differentiation be 
tween life and death, hot and cold, 
desolation and fecundity, charges 
the imagery of the title track and 
“The Thousandth and Tenth Day of 
the Human Totem Pole.” You can 
almost feel the sun blister your skin 


place once again with their classic 
performances, a tremendous state 
ment of purpose that was not lost 
on the crowd. The stirring Tommy 
medley followed, then “5:15,” 
“Love Reign Oler Me" and “Long 
Live Rock” before the spectacular 
set-ender, “Won't Get Fooled 
Again.” The first night, “Athena” 
was included in the encore, to the 
delight of the crowd, while on the 
second night, the Who performed a 
great version of the Beatles’ “I Saw 
Her Standing There.” with Entwistle 
singing lead, as he does also on 
“Twist and Shout.” 

eorge was lying on a bed 

of finely crushed glass 

from beer and wine bottle 
just outside of Gate E. He came to 
Shea with his pal Al from Benson 
hurst even though they'd been shut 
out from getting Who tickets be- 
cause they didn't want to miss the 
‘event. George had never seen the 
Who, but he had a beat-up copy of 
Who's Next that he played lot, and 


at moments in these songs—the 
simple statement “It was summer 
and it was hot” carries tremendous 
power when it jumps out from a tan- 
gle of Beetheartian images. 

Guitarists Jeff Moris Tepper and 
Gary Lucas are the only holdovers 
from the Doc at the Radar Station 
version of the Magic Band, and they 
key the outfit’s sympathetic sonic 
backing of Beetheart's word at 
tacks. The album is fleshed out with 
two excellent instrumentals, 
Multicolored Caucasian 
“Evening Bell.” 


Mister Yellowman 
(Greensleeves CGR 35) 
Yellowman is a 25-year-old albino 
Jamaican DJ whose real name is 
Winston Foster. He is being called 
“the hottest new reggae act of 
1982" on the strength of several hit 
records and an outstanding reputa 
tion for rapping live performance in 
tandem with his partner Fathead. 
Yellowman used his rapping style 


Bob Gruen/Startile 


he wanted to be on hand for the fes- 
tivities, George brought a bottle of 
‘Seagram's and a six-pack; Al had a 
fifth of Jack and a couple of quarts. 

When they got to Shea, George 
and Al knew they had made the 
right decision. There were at least 
5,000 people outside, some warm 
ing up with their last booze before 
going into the show, some happy 
just to sit on the grass islands 
around the parking lot. 


The Clash came on and they were 
so loud George could hear them real 
well outside the stadium. He bought 
a couple of downs before the show 
started and they kicked in when the 
Clash played “London Calling.” As 
the Clash continued to play and 
George finished his Seagram's, the 
sky was moving too fast and Shea 
itself seemed to spin along with the 
music. George staggered through 
the broken bottles and puked 
against the side of the Stadium 
while the Clash played “I Fought the 
Law.” 

George just wanted to lay down 
for a minute when the Ciash fin: 
ished, just a minute's rest, because 
the Who wouldn't be coming on for 
a while. He didn't even brush away 
the broken glass. Al finally woke 
George up about 20 minutes after 
‘the Who had finished playing. When 
George realized he'd missed the 
Who he was so mad he punched Al 
in the chest. Then they both went 
home. () 


to construct a myth around himself, 
celebrating nis transformation trom 


a ridiculed outcast to a star, using 
his pigmentation as the subject for 
raps about racial prejudice, and of 
fering stark, unpopular and occa 
sionally censored political views. 
This 1s an excellent collection of 
some of Yellowman's work, from 
‘the intensely political “Mr. Chin” to 
the hysterically funny “Yellowman 
Getting Married.” The record is 
available trom Shanachie Records 
‘Corp., Dalebrook Park, Ho-Ho-Kus, 
NJ 07423 


—dJohn Swenson 
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The Torment and Passion 
of Rainer Werner Fassbinder 


By Michael Wilmington 


Rainer Werner Fassbinder, dead at 36. 
In the recent wave of mortality that 
struck the movie industry—Ingrid Berg- 
man, Henry Fonda, Grace Kelly, Warren 
Oates, John Belushi—this obit was the most 
shocking; perhaps (excepting Belushis} the 
one that gave you the greatest sense of 
waste and tragedy. Bergman and Fonda, 
after all, had had their careers; scaled the 
heights of their separate worlds; achieved 
every honor they could have wished—and 
acted right up to the end, sick with cancer 
or heart disease. They'd made their legends. 
Grace Kelly had, too, though she threw 
her career away when she was younger 
than Belushi; threw it away for a fantasy of 
riches and royalty that made her a slightly 
ridiculous puto-aristocratic American icon 
and piece of National Enquirer fodder. (She'd 
have been better off spurning the pudgy 
prince of Monaco and staying in Holly- 
wood as Hitchcock's blond ice princess; 
playing the leads in The Birds and Marnie— 
and maybe Vertigo—although her death 
will now bring a stabbing frisson for anyone 
who watches that scene in To Catch a Thief 
—when she guns her car engine on those 
hairpin Céte d'Azur mountain curves.) 
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But Fassbinder—he was in his prime, 
spewing off films like a live voleano—41 in 
barely 13 years, an almost mind-boggling, 
total. And he was making his best stuff— 
The Marriage of Maria Braun, Lili Marleen 
Lola, Veronika Voss—all in the last several 
years. 

Forty-one films! All of them mostly creat- 
ed by Fassbinder himself—from his original 
scripts or adaptations, directed by him, oc- 
casionally even acted by him (Fassbinder, 
like many other male homosexual film di- 
rectors, was often better, or more comforta- 
ble, directing women than men—actress 
Hanna Schygulla, of Maria Braun, Bffi Brest 
and Lili Marleen, was his greatest Gala- 
tea—but in the lead role of Fox and His 
Friends, he gave the most scarring and 
memorable masculine portrait in his whole 
gallery: a hapless young lumpenproletariat 
devoured by his decadent upper-class bed- 
mates). One film every two years seems the 
maximum for today’s directors—or, for the 
vigorous, perhaps one a year. Fassbinder 
made an average of four a year (and wrote, 
produced or acted for others}; he saw many 
of these win international festival awards 
and fanatical acclaim, He was one of those 

Photos courtesy af United Antsts Corporation 


artists, apparently, who somehow contrive 
to make creation—whatever actual pain 
and effort it costs—look easy as breathing 

When Rainer Werner Fassbinder began 
directing movies, barely more than a dec 
ade ago, the German film industry was one 
of the most damned and deprecated in 
Western Europe, an industry thought to 
have been ravaged beyond repair by World 
War II; and Hitler and Goebbels, who 
drove most of Germany's great '20s and 
30s directors—many of them Jewish—to 
Hollywood (where Lang, Lubitsch, Prem: 
inger, Wilder and others became jewels in 
an auteurist's crown, . .and the fatherland 
was left with Leni Riefenstahl, Bavarian 
wedding-cake musicals and however many 
remakes of Jew Suss the market could stand. 
Deutschland Unter Alles! 

And, within that sick industry, Fassbin 
der himself was an odd-man out—a refugee 
from Munich's avant-garde theater, a surly 
radical, a rule breaker, a flagrant, unabashed 
homosexual. Critics linked his work with 
Germany's radical left; casting his reper 
tory troupe as a sort of cinematic Baader 
Meinhoff Gang. He was refused entrance 
to the German Film Academy, which em- 


bittered him to the end (one remembers 
another protean creator, Honoré de 
Balzac, snubbed by the Academie Fran- 
caise, with only one voice—Victor Hugo's— 
raised in his favor). 

It would be hard to imagine a bleaker sit- 
uation: a pariah within a pariah industry. 
And perhaps it was just that desperate posi- 
tion that stung Fassbinder to such furious 
activity. (That, and the tolerance of Ger- 
man television toward "experimental 
works; even today, a radical independent 
American filmmaker like Jim Benning or 
Mark Rappaport stands a better chance of 
financing from German television than 
from their own "cinematically enlight- 
ened" and fabulously wealthy country.) 
Perhaps—but perhaps not. Because, even 
within the prodigal German film move- 
ment of the ’70s (with great contemporaries 
like Werner Herzog, Wim Wenders or Vol- 
ker Schloendorff), Fassbinder was awe-in- 
spiring 

He stood apart from Herzog and others, 
for one thing, because he was so madly 
eclectic. He adapted works by Nabokov, 
Genet, Theodor Fontane—and he remade 
Douglas Sirk’s 1954 Rock Hudson-Jane Wy- 
man weeper, All That Heaven Allows, as Al 
Fear Eats the Soul. He was equally capable 
of making allusions to Goethe and Kleist 
—or of dropping into the middle of a serious 
(even tragic) film like In the Year of the 13 
Moons, a five-minute-long homage to Jerry 
Lewis (with one of his actors repeating, 
move for move, Lewis's big dance number 
in You're Never Too Young), And, in addi 
tion, his sheer prolificacy made it difficult 
to intercept his flight. Though his films 
weren't sloppy, they looked like the prod- 
ucts of a fast worker—someone who trusts 
his instincts; makes bold, swift strokes; and 
never agonizes over details or motives. He 
was a master of styles; a supercinematic 
chameleon: An American Soldier is the very 
image of a low-budget early ‘50s film noir’ 
The Merchant of Four Seasons breathes the 
cool, flat atmosphere of a Universal sound 
and. Lili Marleen was Lola Montes 
transmogrified—its sets were teeming, 
ablaze, cluttered, the camera swooping 
through and around and over them in a 
manner that recalled those gods of tracking 
shot: Max Ophuls and Orson Welles and F. 
W. Murnau. 

Fassbinder began with avant-garde the- 
ater, radical theater, and he remained faith: 
ful to those traditions, that iconoclastic 
mind-set. His work was determinedly anti- 
bourgeois, deliberately startling. He never 
set out to coddle audiences; he always had 
his needle out. His first big English-lan 
guage film—Despair, from the Nabokov 
novel, with a Tom Stoppard script—was 
scarcely slanted toward Steve Spielberg's 
or George Lucas's audiences; in many 
ways, it was the most deliberately obscure, 
convoluted movie he ever made. 

‘There wasa hothouse quality about Fass 
binder's work that further set it apart from 
the glacial precision of the other young Ger- 


mans; the heirs of Fritz Lang, and that un- 
mistakable terror-stricken Teutonic UFA 
style of the ‘20s and ‘30s (with its shadowy 
last laughs in a spy-ridden metropolis) 
The classical German cinematic style has 
great surface clarity—yet it deals with con- 
tradictions, evil, delirium, madness, That's 
the Herzog of Aguirre or Fitzcarraldo, the 
Wenders of Kings of the Road or Lightning 
over Water, the Schloendorff of The Tin 


A 
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Drum, Herzog may have been the genius of 
the whole group; but, in comparison, Fass- 
binder’s mad fertility and fecundity was 
like some steaming, soupy pile of splendor 


and shit shooting out luxuriant roots and 
spiny thorns through the walls of ice. He 
may not have been the genius of the group 


(for me, Herzog still is}, but he was always 
the most fascinating, 

Perhaps he was too intoxicated by the 
whole process of making films to lavish 
total inspiration and energy on any of them, 
(He always claimed they wouldn't be better 
if he worked any slower.) Fassbinder's 
oeuvre was continuous, turbulent; it flowed 
impatiently from one film to the next— Be- 
hold the Holy Whore to The Third Generation, 
The Bitter Tears of Pietra Von Kant to Foxand 
His Friends, Lola to Veronika Voss. 

Key elements, signatures, kept recurring: 
a seeming stance of detached sareasm (the 
compassion revealed itself slowly, almost 
obliquely); a delight in all kinds of quota- 
tions and allusions; a predilection for so- 
ciety’s misfits and outsiders (homosexuals, 
radicals, lunatics and show people}; climac- 
tic death scenes unwinding against sterile, 
lonely backdrops—and, most especially, an 
addiction to stories of failed or frustrated 
love. 

Fassbinder's great theme (at least in the 
12 films I've seen—barely a fourth of his 
output) was the failure of love—the search 
for love, the impossibility of love, the de- 
struction of love. His characters suffered 
and battled for their passion; and mostly 
died or lost in that battle. In many ways, he 
was a true German romantic—a cinematic 
heir of Goethe's “Young Werther”—though 
on the surface he seemed so offhand, sar- 
donic, brutal. This theme seemed to perme- 
ate everything he created, but it was clear- 
est in Fox and His Friends, In the Year of the 
13 Moons (about an alienated transsexual's 
doomed passion for a screwball millionaire 
hedonist) and two released before he died, 
Maria Braun and Lili Marleen 

Lili Marleen illustrated the "falled love" 
theme par excellence. Like Maria Braun, it 
focused on a couple passionately joined in 
the first scene, and then kept apart for most 
of the rest. Sexual checkmate became the 
plot's motor, the steam driving its turbines; 
the sex was a dammed torrent. Perhaps this 
is what Fassbinder loved so much about 
Douglas Sirk's ‘50s Universal soap operas— 
and why Dorothy Malone, in Written on the 
Wind, as a rich nymphomaniac unable to 
seduce Rock Hudson, was one of his favor- 
ite characters. People of powerful passions, 
who are continually frustrated, who battle 
against that frustration—and, who, when 
they finally triumph over it, find they no 
longer have a taste for the prize—these 
seemed to be his special darlings. 

Lili Marleen, for me his greatest film, was 
about the struggle between "high" and 
“low art—art asa reflection of class. Sex, in 
this case, reflected society—and “culture.” 
The "star-crossed" lovers of the film were a 
symphonic conductor, Jewish and active in 
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the anti-Nazi underground, and a lumpen 
pop singer, whose tune becomes the World 
War II anthem for the German armies; 
their wildly differing social backgrounds 
reinforced by their cultural affiliations, 
Fassbinder created a love-hate match be- 
tween opera and pop—itjolted you as much 
as Janis Joplin screaming the blues in the 
middle of Tristan und Isolde. And, by the 
time of his sardonic climax, he showed high 
and low culture so circumscribed by social 
forces that the collision was more than an 
aesthetic clash, the separation more than a 
failed romance. It was a grand battle of race 
and sex and culture and class—stunning, 
crazy, magnetically theatrical. 

So why—with such facility, such genius, 
and at the moment of his greatest tri- 
umphs—did he die? Was it the barbiturates 
and the cocaine? Disease? Or the killing 
pace of his own demonic drive? 

Fassbinder seemed to live on the edge, 
take himself to dangerous limits. While in 
Manhattan for the New York Film Festival 
(they showed nine of his works, a number 
exceeded only by Bunuel, Godard and 
Truffaut), he was said to make the rounds 
of the toughest, most sinister "rough trade” 
gay bars in town. He often seemed ill, fe- 
verish, in public. Perhaps he was pursuing 
sex—or love, or death or some mixture— 
with the same appalling, ruthless intensity 
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with which he made his films. And perhaps 
he was ill. Perhaps all his furious activity 
was a battle against the inevitable darkness. 

His irony and facility—even his great- 
ness—could not quite conceal the hunger 
and bitterness at his core. His vision was 
soaked with despair, smoky with the strug- 
gle against it. That may have been the rea- 
son he was often rejected by his own audi- 
ence—radicals and homosexuals, some of 
whom condemned his masterpiece, Fox, 
for its "negativity"—and embraced by Vin- 
cent Canby and Andrew Sarris, conserva- 
tives for whom his landscape was a strange 
and mysterious other-land, dazzling as a 
mirror blasted into fragments beneath a 
dark and poisonous sky. 

When you looked into his world, what he 
showed—of his own agonies, of the agonies 
and confusions of life in general—often 
made you flinch; bothat the pity and horror 
of his stories, and the curious coldness with 
which he seemed to tell them. But the cold- 
ness was a mask. What burned beneath it 
was wondrous, passionate, However sad or 
sordid Rainer Fassbinder's end was, how- 
ever premature, it signaled (like Fonda's or 
Bergman's) the death of a great artist. When 
he died, he took a world away with him—a 
world that was infernal, brilliant, despair- 
ing, wonderful. And, probably, irreplace- 
able. 0 


FILMS TO WATCH FOR—FILMS TO WATCH FOR— 


Mephisto (D-Sc: Istvan Szabo. 
With Karl Maria Brandauer 
and Rolf Hoppe)—Last year’ 

Best Foreign Film” Oscar- 
winner (still in erratic release 
around the country) is one 
movie around you should see 
at any time, in any circum- 
stances. Based on a roman A 
clef by Thomas Mann's son, 
Klaus (init, heripped uphisex 
brother-in-law, actor Gustaf 
Grundgens—provoking the 
most famous libel suit in Ger- 
man history), Mephisto re 

counts the slimy rise and slim- 
ier fall of a brilliant thespian, 
Heinrich Hofgen, who leap- 
frogs to power on the scaly 
hindquarters of Hermann Gé- 
ring—betraying every friend, 
lover and principle he has in 
the process. As Grundgens- 
Hofgen, Karl Maria Brandauer 
gives a volcano of a perfor- 
mance—explosive and infan- 
tile, demonic and pathetic: a 
definitive portrait of the artist 
as corrupt, fawning opportun- 
ist. (You may remember Bran: 
dauer and director Istvan Sza- 
bo from that wild bear-hugand 
impromptu polka they did on 
the last Oscar show.) Szabo's 
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film—Hungarian, but with a 
German soundtrack—is better 
than Mann's book: It blazes 
with theatricality, a mix of 
blood and greasepaint. Usu- 
ually, an Oscar is no imprima- 
tur of greatness (or even qual- 
ity); this is one time when 
it was 


Q (D-Se: Larry Cohen. With 
Michael Moriarty, David Car- 
radine, Candy Clark, Richard 
Roundtree)—A mammoth 
pterodactyl (nicknamed “Q” 
for "Quetzalcoatl") hatches 
eggs at the top of the Chrysler 
Building, and terrorizes near- 
by penthouses and sundecks 
on food forays. Meanwhile, its 
crazed worshipers are com- 
mitting ritual murders all 
around Manhattan (one of 
them only three blocks from 
the HicH Times office). As a 
horror movie, this doesn’t 
really curdle the blood, the 
special effects are at a cheapo 
minimum, and the big bird it- 
self resembles one of Inoshira 
Honda's "Godzilla-Rodan’ 
Tinker Toys. But Qworks well 
as a sort of daffy nightmare- 


comedy and half-conscious sat- 
ire, And—as a cheap hustler 
who stumbles onto the egg and 
tries to milk the city for a mil- 
lion—Moriarty gives an unex- 
pectedly great performance: 
the last word in spineless, 
sleazy worm-turning. 


Chan Is Missing (D-Sc: Wayne 
Wang. With Wood May and 
Mare Hayashi)—The search 
for a missing cabby in San 
Francisco's Chinatown turns 
into a sort of triple-layered 
metaphysical Chinese check- 
ers. A charming little mystery- 
comedy; also, one of the truest, 
funniest portraits of Sino- 
Americans ever put on film. 
(The offbeat touches include a 
radical dishwasher who wears 
a SaMuRAINIGHT FeveRT-shirt 
and keeps singing “Fry Me to 
the Moon.") Shot for barely 
$20,000 by first-time writer- 
director Wayne Wang, Chan Is 
Missing is more entertaining. 
than most movies that cost 20 
to 40 times as much. 


Tempest (D-Sc: Paul Mazursky. 
With John Cassavetes, Gena 
Rowlands, Susan Sarandon, 


Raul Julia, VittorioGassmann) 
—It received so many bad re- 
views (including pans from 
both Pauline Kael and Andrew 
Sarris), that you may have to 
let Tempest breeze by. Actually, 
it's one of the best movies ever 
made by Paul Mazursky (Har- 
ryand Tonto, Blume in Love, An 
Unmarried Woman}; and— 
along with Blade Runner and 
Woody Allen's A Midsummer 
Night's Sex Comedy—one of my 
personal favorites this year 
‘Thestory isa typical Mazursky 
Manhattan marital crisis, but 
the characters and events magi 
cally duplicate or recall Shake- 
speare's The Tempest. Most of 
the action transpires on an 
idyllic Greek island in the Pel- 
oponese, gorgeously photo- 
graphed by Australian Don 
McAlpine (who previously lit 
his fires under Breaker Morant 
and My Brilliant Career), Rich, 
wondrous, unexpected, goofy 
—a real delight: “Full fathom 
five, my father lies/These are 
pearls that were his eyes" 
translated tothe world of post- 
Sexual Revolution America, 
Devo, Feiffer, high tech, the 
Mafia and Atlantic City. 1 


WATERS 

continued from page 37 

High Times: They never saw it? 
Waters: No, but they know what it's abo 
‘They said, “If you want us to, we'll see i 
Why should they see it? It would really up- 
set them. But I guess if hada kid that made 
a movie I would have to see it. If I hada kid, 
he'd try to make something that would ap- 
pall me. A Walt Disney movie. That's a bad 
analogy. I like Walt Disney movies. A lot of 
the characters in my films are even mod- 
eled after some of the Disney characters. 
High Times: So what shocks you now? 
Other than your royalty statements? 
Waters: The thing that offends me are male 
pickets against abortion. Television. Also 
Pink Flamingos, the last time I saw it. I 
haven't seen it for four years and I was 
shocked when I saw it again. I thought, “Oh 
my God, I made that?” No wonder people 
get pissed off. 

High Times: I guess you'll be forever liv- 
ing down or living up to that shit-eating 
scene, 

Waters: think that's pretty much over with. 
Many people saw Polyester who hadn't seen 
any of my other films. 

High Times: But you became the self- 
admitted Dr. Joyce Brothers of dog shit 
Waters: Well, you got to start somewhere. 
It worked. 

High Times: Were there Waters purists 
who hated Polyester? 

Waters: Some. I think it was just reverse 
snobbism. Polyester was the only film 
where Divine didn't want his costumes. He 
said no drag queen in the world would put 
these shoes on. I think Divine was especial- 
ly good in Polyester because he was playing 
something completely different than in my 
other films: a victim. Divine'sa really good 
actor. I think he could play male roles too. 
He isn't just costumes and makeup. I'm 
working on a script now where he'll play 
triplets. 

High Times: Did you feel happy getting 
those rave reviews in establishment jour- 
nals like Newsweek and the New York Times 
when Polyester came out? 

Waters: I was ecstatic. 

High Times: You didn't feel coopted? Like 
maybe you were doing something wrong? 
Waters: No, I always try to sell out. The 
early bad reviews helped us out at the time. 
We didn't feel one bit coopted. We wound 
up selling the film to thirty-three countries. 
Israel, Iceland, Argentina. 1 went to eigh- 
teen cities in Germany to promote it. 
High Times: What's your impression of 
Germany? 

Waters: My favorite country. A nation of 
villains. 


already know the answer to 
id you visit Dauchau? 
Waters: As soon as I got off the plane. They 
picked me up and took me straight there. 
High Times: Who would you like to work 
with in the future? 

Waters: Pia Zadora more than anyone. 


Pam Grier. Tina Turner. Victor Mature. 
Lana Turner, Benji, All the real stars, 
High Times: Do you think there are any 
taboos now? 

Waters: With me? Sure. I'm not a necro- 
philiac. I'm not a coprophiliac. There are a 
lot of things that I think are strictly no-no's. 
For me. Other people can doit all they like. 
I think if you're a necrophiliac you have to 
become an undertaker. It's about the only 
place you can meet dead people. No, some 
discos you can meet dead people. 

High Times: You get a lot of questions 
about your personal sex life? 

Waters: No, because I never talk about it. I 
enjoy when I don't know what a person's 
story is. [ have no desire to share my sex life 
with the readers of HiGH Times. I don’t feel 
any real inner urge todo that. I have friends 
that I confide in. I always wonder when I 
read about these movie stars crying over 
their breakups, I think, "Don't you have 
friends you tell this to? 

What is it you want to know? 

High Times: I don't want to know any- 
thing. Actually, a lot of people urged me to 
ask about your sex life. I'm personally not 
too interested in your sex life. 

Waters: Tom Snyder kept trying to find out 
if Divine and I were gay. It's hardly a stop- 
the-press issue. No kidding 

High Times: I've read interviews where 
you talk about being gay. Like in the Advo- 
cate. In some way has your sexuality — 
Waters: It's my own business, that’s what I 
think. 

High Times: I don't mean that. Has it 
somehow influenced the way you look at 
the whole world? 

Waters: Sure, but I reverse it. I always 
have heterosexual people playing homo- 
sexuals, and homosexuals playing hetero- 
sexuals. Almost always. I change it around 
to further confuse people because that's 
what's the most fun about sexuality—con- 
fusion, 

High Times: In Female Trouble, Edie gives 
that long speech to her son urging 
turn gay, how gay is better than straig] 
Waters: That's just market research so I 
can tell how much of my audience is gay and 
how much straight. They applaud accord- 
ingly. That's another reversal—a mother 
trying to talk her son into becoming gay. 
Usually it's the other way. 

High Times: There wasn't real ideology 
behind it? 

Waters: Just more reversal. Believe me, I 
don't think one is better than the other. 
They're both quite difficult, straight or gay. 
I don't think it's easy, all these ludicrous 
positions, All sex, you've got to think, 
"Why am I doing this?" 

I don’t think that my films appeal only to 
gay people. I think the breakdown is just 
like in real life, In all my films Divine is 
never portrayed asa man playing a woman. 
‘That's never revealed at the end, like old 
drag shows. The guy that mixed Polyester, 
when we were talking about it after we fin- 
ished, I told him and he was stunned. He 


sat at the film for eight days and he didn’t 
know. I think in my films sexis just as ridic- 
ulous as everything else. Ludicrous. 

High Times: Have you ever been attacked 
by gay or feminist groups? 

Waters: Once in Boston a gay group tried 
to stop Desperate Living because it "made 
fun" of lesbians. Well, it does. But what 
makes them immune from satire? I didn’t 
hear them bitching when I made fun of ev- 
eryone else. I don’t know how any gay 
group could attack our films, it would be 
really pushing it. I don’t know, I've been to 
some of those bars where no one smiles. It's 
the opposite of what the word gay is. Every- 
body is so dead serious and they're all 
dressed up like people that beat them up all 
their lives. That's the thing I don’t get. 
High Times: Are you familiar with some 
of the recent sociobiological theories about 
criminality being genetic? 

Waters: I don’t believe that. I think it’s all 
parents and environment. I think the an- 
swer to crime is abortion and education. 
High Times: You're a walking bundle of 
contradictions. 

Waters: It depends on the issue. 

High Times: Or the hour, Or the weathe: 
Waters: No, I'm pretty consistent in keep- 
ing the same opinions, 
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Pink Flamingos 
High Times: You vote a lot? 
Waters: I try to vote as much as I can 
High Times: Five, six times, I read, 
Waters: Well, I've calmed down. I used to 
vote a lot each election. Every city I wasin, 
because it made the newspapers more in- 
teresting. I felt more civic-minded if I voted 
six times in an election, I love to vote. 
High Times: Yeah, but then they have 
your name and you can get called for jury 
duty. 
Waters: I certainly wouldn't mind that. I'd 
be so happy. 
High Times: Sorry, I forgot. 
Waters: They'd never let me on a jury. Are 
you kidding? They'd question me, “Have 
you ever been in a courtroom?” "Well, I've 
traveled thousands of miles at my own ex- 
pense to go to them, yes. Every day I go to 
court.” Forget it, they'd never let me on a 
jury. 0 


HIGH TIMES 95, 


THE LEADER IN IDENTIFICATION 


‘OVER A DECADE OF SATISFIED CUSTOMERS, 


* IDENTIFICATION BUREAU + 


| __ QUALITY IS OUR REPUTATION—SHOW A FRIEND 
Toorder your full 


GET THE BEST ID CARD 
Your ID Card will be processed by the same method used on drivers’ licenses. All 
states, fastest service, full color, photograph imposed on card, will have the official 
seal of the Identification Bureau. Cost a little more but worth so much more. 


STYLE A This style not available STYLEH3 This style not 
in Colorado available in Kansas 


Ss | 


Exe eT 


Put our ID next to the rest, you will see we make the best! 
‘Compare our quality L.D.Bureau Others 
Yes No 
No 


No 


a NGrsgate since 

+ Photo imposed on = 
Driver license size—not small student ID size 
> Official Identification Bureau seal No 
> Twelve hour service * No 


SOME PEOPLE OFFER ID CARDS WITHOUT YOUR SIGNATURE ON IT. 
WE WOULDN'T THINK OF IT. GET THE CLUE—DON'T GET THE GLUE. 
AT THE ID BUREAU WE ARE DEVOTED TO QUALITY. 
ORDER TODAY. DON'T DELAY! Mail to: ID Bureau 
929 University Avenue Dept. HT 


Yes 
Yes 
Yes 
Yes 


der form below. 


"The following information will appear on your card, 
1 PLEASE PRINT CAREFULLY! 
1 Name 


Zip 
Weight 
Date of Birth 


‘Signature 
Send ID card to: 


State Zp 


more order forms. 

IMPORTANT: Send one photo per ID write the name on the back of the 

4 photo. Color photos are best but black & white photos are okay. For best 

sults Send us a passport or yearbook photo, your face size should be 

‘smaller than 1" 1" & no larger that 114" 14". The clearer the 

hoto the better your ID card will look! Do not send a tiny & unclear 

pphoto of yoursett. 

ID cards are $13,00 each & $10.00 for each additional card, it ordered 

at the same time. Cash or money order only! Orders paid by per- 
‘sonal check are mailed 30 days after receipt of application. 


Dear I.D. Bureau: Please send my ID within 12 hours of receiving this 
information. Enclosed is $ — for ID cards. 
MAIL TO: 929 University Avenue Dept. HT 

H Berkeley, CA 94710-2096 


Berkeley, CA 94710-2096 
‘We reserve the rightto refuse service to anyone. We respect the laws of allstates andour cards are 
Issued in conformance with California aw. 
© 1981 IDENTIFICATION BUREAU 


INDOOR SUNLITE 


INDOOR SUNLITE = STANDARD. 
1000 W Metal Halide Bulb 


———_—a 20" Enameled Reflector 
ar ULL. Approved Ballast Can 
ga with 15’ Heavy Duty Cord (ready for use) $183.50 


INDOOR SUNLITE = CLOSET SIZE 

400 W Metal Halide Bulb 

18" Enameled Reflector 

ULL. Approved Ballast Can 

with 15' Heavy Duty Cord (ready for use) $139.50 


FLOWERING LITE = HIGH PRESSURE SODIUM 
1000 W High Pressure Sodium Bulb 

20" Enameled Reflector 

ULL. Approved Ballast Can 

with 15' Heavy Duty Cord (ready for use) $279.50 


OVERHEAD FAN ASSEMBLY 
8" Fan, Motor, Guard, & Bracket 


GROWING POTS 


2 Seven Gallon Plastic Containers 
with Nutrient Measuring Rod (easy to move) (ready for use) 


$20.00 per set $39.00 for 2 sets $43.00 


FORTY YEARS of growing system sales with engineered lighting for the 
“ BEST GROWING AT LEAST COST” directly from manufacturer to you. 


Call Collect (213) 575-5072 _C.0.D. Visa Mastercard 


EFFICIENT LITING &GROWING SYSTEMS Inc. 


2214 Loma Ave. So. El Monte, Ca 91733 


(GROW AMERICAN 


BOOK R 


How Few 
Smaller Plots } 
Cannabis of 
San Francisco: The Last Gasp of San Francisco, $9.95 


Kayo is the first author to come forth and present an accurate 
account of the cultural, agricultural and economic phenomena 
of “sin semilla” cannabis cultivation. For this, he and The 
Sinsemilla Technique are to be commended. His logical writ- 
ing style clearly illuminates many facets of sinsemilla cultiva- 
tion, and his cultural examples are characteristic of many 
clandestine cultivators nationwide. 

Kayo has deeply researched and succinctly summarized the 
past and current social, political and economic dilemmas sur- 
rounding the illegal cultivation and eradication of cannabis. 
His sources include interviews with a wide range of cultiva- 
tors, new releases and information gathered from the various 
law-enforcement agencies. Extensive travel forms the founda- 
tion for his observations and personal interviews with both 
sides of the law serve as the bricks for building his conclu- 
sions, Some of them are extremely provocative: 


.. Noted authorities are polarized on one side of the issue 
or the other. While the information they yield may serve to en- 
force a preconceived notion, sway public opinion and pass leg- 
islation, it does not encourage rational consideration by an in- 
formed public, The result of this confrontation is decacles of 
high-voltage hyperbole which encourages emotional reaction 
rather than rational contemplation. 

“In addition, the energy of conflicting values creates un- 
usual hybridizations of character among the participants in 
the phenomenon of homegrown cannabis. While the cultiva- 
tors are society's bad players, and the Delegated Authority 
society's good players, the conflict creates situations where 
bad is good, and good is bad. Like propaganda, these confus- 
ing roles affect the flow of information and distort 
perception 


“The decades of hyperbole, together with the hybridization 
of ‘good personality traits with ‘bach,' have created an intellec- 
tual environment which resembles, in character, the fall of Sai- 
gon, as seen on the network news. Objective information on 
the phenomenon of cannabis is nonexistent. There is no rea- 
son there are no facts. One segment of the population con- 

a threat, and another segment considers it a 


Hybridization of character has created the farmer-outlaw 
and the eradicator-sheriff. Between them, a complex and tedi- 
ous balance exists. The sheriff, in effect, controls the price of 
sinsemilla by controlling the supply and the emotional atmo- 
sphere in which it is grown, If no seizures or arrests are made, 
cannabis cultivation will be rampant, the supply will increase 
and the price will drop. If the sheriff makes many seizures and 
arrests, the remaining worried cultivators will feel that. they 
should grow fewer plants to lower their chances of being ar- 
rested, and they will charge a higher price to make up for their 
inereased risk and lowered supply. The higher the price of sit 
semilla, the higher the incentive for neophytes to begin cult 
vating on a commercial scale. Also, if the s 
sinsemilla he is more likely to receive money from govt 
agencies to continue his eradication campaign by buying new 
equipment and employing additional personnel. E'scalation of 
the situation is inevitable without decriminalization of canna- 
bis cultivation for personal use, which would lead to the re- 
moval of most of the profit and greed. 

Kayo portrays the average sinsemilla farmer as a peaceful, 
honest, hardworking neighbor and a positive mainstream 
element of society, except for the illegality of his or her chosen 
hobby. Cultivators who have made millions of dollars ("sinse- 
millionaires”) are few and far between, and those cultivators 
who feel the need to use arms and violence to protect their 
gardens are very, very rare. 
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Kayoportrays the average sinsemilla farmer as 


a peaceful, honest, hardworking neighbor and 
a positive mainstream element of society. . 


The Sinsemilla Technique explores the parameters of can- 
nabis growth in outdoor, indoor and greenhouse microcli- 
mates, and examines the cultivation cycle from seed to smoke 
Kayo also individually analyz 
supply and the character of the cultivator and plant. His ex 
trapolation, however, that stress effects conveyed through 
the mind of the cultivator increase the quality of character of 
the plant and smoke is a bit hard to swallow 

In quantity and quality I have almost always observed that 
cannabis plants respond to loving care and organic feeding. 
Growing in a harmonious, 
ronment where fear arid 
are for the most part absent, is where I have encountered 
plants and smoke praised for the highest of character, quality 
and potency. Though character analogies to the suffering of 
vines to produce high-quality wine grapes are of interest, vine 
yards develop their individual character over ma 
whereas cannabis is an annual 

Excellent photographs by the author and those from law 
enforcement agencies are liberally dispersed throughout the 
text. Line drawings and sketches add a warm, personal touch 
A fine color section includes beautiful, well-captioned natural 
color and infrared photographs of a 
in differing microclimate 

Kayo has written an excellent documentary account for the 
average reader who desires to understand the sinsemilla phe 
nomenon from an insider’s viewpoint. Cannabis cultivators 
are for the most part misunderstood, and they also should ap: 
preciate Kayo's attempt to tell it like it is 

The Sinsemilla Technique is a valuable contribution to the 
understanding of contemporary sinsemilla culture, and a 
must for your cannabis library Robert Connell Clarke 


es effects of stress on demand, 


ural setting, a stress-free envi 
aranoia on the part of the cultivator 


years, 


ety of strains growing 


There is something about the sea and salt air and skies 
thick with starlight and lots of well-tanned skin that 
would probably be declared illegal on land. But it’s simply 
the natural follow-up to an adventure-filled day, a day 
of newly discovered beaches, of sparkling clear water, 


rum swizzles and fine wine with dinner. (Any wonder 
they call it the High Seas?) Live every golden moment 
as never before for six unforgettable days and six magic 
nights. Join a great bunch of free-spirited guys and 

gals and start generating a little magic of your own. 


coral and tropical fish. Bloody Mary's for breakfast, frosty 6 days from $425. 


Cap'n Mike, send me the ‘Great Adventure’ booklet. 
41 East 42nd Street, New York, New York 10017, Suite 205, (212) 697-4021 
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P.O. Box 120, Dep. Miami Beach, Florida 33119-0120 


‘NEW! 
_ wired. ee SN Reflector 
1 
. Best DEAL in GALAXY 


y yi . i ra . ae 
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MORE SUPERNOVAS ARE IN USE FROM ess 
HAWAII TO SWEDEN THAN ANY OTHER METAL _ 
HALIDE. WHY? IT’S THE BEST DEAL GROWING, 
THAT'S WHY! 

NOW YOU CAN GROW THAT SEXY, SECRET, 


LUSH TROPICAL GARDEN.... INDOORS. YOU'LL 
SAVE BIG. AND REST Eran OUR 


: > 
AND.WE USUALLY SHIP FROM STOCK, THE SAME DAY YOU ORDER. 
(Call before 2 p.m, time) 
Our MS1000C metal lamp puts out more blue fight for lush 
‘wopical foliage and 50% more red light for radical results without 
lighting. Lamp life is 12.000,hours...two to four times 
‘Our lamp land everything we sell) le covered under 


‘our one-year warranty. 
You get the smartest professional horticultural fixturd’ with maximum 


SHIPPING)... F 
AND YOUR PLANTS GROW FAST. AS FAST AS 
OUTDOOR GARDENS... OR FASTER. AND YOU ‘Mf you are shopping indoor gardening equipment. ..(with such big 
CONTROL WHEN THEY FLOWER, FOR FAST, savings, who isn't?) please give us call: We'll we have the best 
FAST, MIND-BLOWING RESULTS. FROM: $157.50 See eee ee ee 
PLUS SHIPPING. WE STILL SHIP C.0.D., SO YOU arth ay tet fonéa te coeermere: Son niceed art apse 
Eee te FAST! making “KEEPING YOU FIRST.” Possible, POWER TO YOUI 
id please remember: YOU ARE FIRST WITH THE 
ugHT MACHINE. And we were first to put your aa 
interests up front... PRICE LIST 
For you folks on ‘tight igets we've created the Lil 
Nova. Its ballast is wired and mounted inside a fancy 
orange steel cabinet. Includes Supernova reflect: 
» Incredible value, as usual, from the Light Machi 


‘get it closer to your plants for even faster growth! 
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